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FR O N T C O V E R  PHOTO:
The Landing at C am p Kennebago, also known as the Eldridge D ill Landing, was located approximately where the present day causeway is, although 
the exact location can ’t be pinpointed because it was flooded after the Mahaney D am  raised the level o f the lake in this area. In the photo, which must 
have taken some time to stage, we see on the left: two bateaux, three men (one holding a  landing net) and a  woman at the white tent. On the dock are  
three double-ended Rangeley boats. Four provision boxes are piled on the area above the dock. O f  the three men by the fence, one has a  tall top hat on, 
and the other two are well dressed in suits, ties, hats, and coats with tails. There are two men carrying a  canoe in front o f  the camp. The one on the right 
is carrying a  paddle, the one on the left a  long pole. The camp itself looks very crude - no chimney, no visible door or hinges. The foreground shows two 
well trodden paths and a  pile o f  wood chips. The gentleman in the center, seated  on a  rock, is probably enjoying the view o f the fishermen’s paradise.
c. 1875 LW . Merrill, Farmington, M aine photo
"Oh, this life in the wilderness; away from the noise, dust and hurry of the city; away from the 
sound of the trip-hammer; away from the flying belts, hum, whiz and buzz of the factory; away from 
the brain-sweat and heart-sweat of professional duties; away from the scream of the locomotive; 
away from the fetters of foolish, fashionable restraints and conformities to straight-jacket customs 
and slavish rules; away from the haunts of vice; out here a dozen miles from any human habitation; in 
the midst of these original forest trees; surrounded by these grand upheavals of the earth’s crust, all 
covered o ’er with conical spires of cedar, spruce and fir — surrounded by a stillness that presses 
upon you, and touches even the very centre of your being; — to be here alone with God and nature is 
glorious indeed; how small, how insignificant, how little a man feels in the midst of such magnificant 
scenes and sublime pencilings.”
A.J. Manchester, 1871
T a L ''  he Indians must have loved the lake. After all, they were known as the Kennebagos — 
people of "the land of sweet-flowing waters.” (l)
How much time they spent there is conjectural. Stone tools of unknown age have been 
recovered from a site near the outlet, however, and there was much for aboriginal hunters and 
fishermen to enjoy in a lake-filled region, from which rivers led both north and south. A 17th 
century account describes a village of approximately a thousand people somewhere near the 
headwaters of the Androscoggin River. (2) Even as late as the late 1800’s Indians were raising maize, 
catching trout with bone hooks and powwowing near Rangeley. (3)
The first white man known to have set eyes on Kennebago Lake must have loved it also, but 
for a different reason. It was winter and he was lost. It may have given him hope that big water would 
flow toward safety. British Army Lieutenant John Montressor, pioneering a military route between 
Montreal and the New England colonies, had missed the pass to the Kennebec. His starving party 
floundered on down the Kennebago and the Androscoggin and at last to tidewater. (4)
A century later, other eyes, Yankee eyes, looked at wintertime Kennebago happily, 
considering it safe haven. Several Rangeley men not caring to be drafted into the Civil War 
"skedaddled” toward Canada. Finding Kennebago a snug and secret place to winter over, trap and 
probably be supplied by friends, they holed up at what is still called Skedaddlers Cove. (5)
Maine lumberjacks came to know Kennebago as well — during wintertime logging or in early 
spring when the rivers flushed logs to mill and market. But Kennebago Lake has been best loved, and 
so is today, when a greening forest promises open water that will lap and splash until gold and scarlet 
leaves bespangle it.
Why? Trout is the original reason why — big brook trout, lots o f trout. The Rangeley Lakes 
region became for several decades the brook trout fishing capital of the world, and Kennebago, 
rough remote Kennebago, partook of that fame. It was called "the paradise of American trout 
fishing.” (6) "The attraction of Kennebago is trout, in plenty and of good size, none of the Rangeley 
waters furnishing better sport for rod and line,” said Harper's Monthly Magazine in its issue of June 
1877. Unlike many parts of the Maine Woods, angling preceded logging as a principal activity in the 
area.
1
A catch of fish by Stephen Read (1) and Joe Shannon (r). Read was an early owner of "End of Iron Camp”
News o f giant Rangeley Lakes squaretails pushed aside Civil War headlines in New York 
when George S. Page o f Stanley, N.J., returned from a Maine fishing trip in 1863 with unbelievable 
lunkers of five to eight pounds. The largest brook trout from the famed Adirondacks ran under five. 
Pandemonium broke out among anglers. Surely these could not be brook trout, not fish so big. Yes 
they were, an examining scientist affirmed, and the brook trout rush was on. As one writer has noted 
in recounting the world-class fishing years in the Rangeleys, "For better or worse, the romance of 
trophy brook trout in a wilderness of mountains and lakes spurred development o f the region that 
changed the experience forever.” ( 7)
Wilderness it was, at first and insofar as Kennebago Lake was the destination. Even getting to 
Rangeley was arduous enough. Railroads ran only as close as Farmington, Rumford, Bryant Pond 
and Bethel. From rail-end on, transportation was horse-drawn, over a long and wearying way.
But eager anglers were undaunted. "Hundreds of trout have explored a green basket,” wrote 
one, "and returning health has rekindled our ardor for the unbroken forest, and the peerless 
Kennebago.” (8) In 1871, a jolly half dozen self-styled "Kennebago Rangers” from Providence, 
Rhode Island, went to the lake from David Quimby’s farm west of Rangeley. They hiked the twelve 
miles with their duffel hauled on an ox-drawn sled, which was floated across Johns Pond while the 
oxen were driven around it.
"Our guides say such a thing was never attempted in fly-time, and our party will be the first 
rangers that ever visited Kennebago in summer months,”  wrote A.J. Manchester, one of the party 
who wrote up the trip in the Providence Journal under the pen-name "Pedagogue. ” "Well, on we go, 
tramp, tramp, tramp we’re marching over rocks, ridges, gulleys, logs, fallen trees, across gurgling 
streams, down deep, steep declivities, up the almost perpendicular sides of a rough, ragged rocky 
mountain, slipping, pitching and stumbling about in endless variety of gymnastic feats, and making 
headway at about the rate of a mile an hour! Whew! How it rains . . .  'Just look ahead, boys; if there 
isn’t another huge tree blown square across the regular tow-path; let us see if we can cut our way 
around it. No, we cannot, so bring on your axes and we’ll open a path in quick time.’
"This is only the fiftieth tree we have removed thus far.”
Overtaken by darkness, the "Rangers” stumbled the final distance to the hospitality of a log 
cabin that their head guide, George D. Huntoon, had gone ahead to prepare.
As for the fishing, carried on with bait and fly from their two boats "Satan” and 
"Anonymous,” Manchester wrote: "The fact is, these Kennebago lakes have been so seldom visited, 
that parties have but to cast a line indifferently baited, and to manage the rod with tolerable skill, to 
catch all the trout they know what to do with. Almost any half day during our stay here of eight days, 
a hundred pounds o f trout might be considered a small catch.” The "Rangers” kept only enough to 
eat and smoke (other parties dried or pickled surplus fish), and their largest did not go beyond a 
pound and three quarters, but they reported that much bigger fish could be taken in the colder 
seasons, and one of their guides, a Mr. Grant, told them that an ordinary winter’s catch through the 
ice was from twelve hundred pounds to a ton.
O f course, that Mr. Grant, whom Manchester called "a noble, large-hearted son of 
northwestern Maine,” may well have been the legendary Ed Grant, spinner of tall tales, who later was 
to operate Grant’s Camps that his sons Will and Hall began in 1904 near the probable location of 
this early log cabin. It may have been a Grant enterprise even then and was perhaps the structure 
Grant later enlarged into a dormitory for river fishermen. In her book, The Islanders, Elizabeth Foster 
describes what must have been this crude "lodging for the night for serious fishermen:” "Everyone
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slept in the same room — guides, sportsmen, wives and Ned (Ed) Grant. The food at Grant’s was 
simple but good, and entertainment was provided by Ned Grant himself.”
Grant was renowned for tall tales that were widely repeated, 
even written up and published. Harold W. Felton described Grant’s 
method in a book about him, The World’s Most Truthful Man: (9)
"Take a good solid fact. A small one will do, but it should be a lively 
one. Rub it until it shines and place the fact so that it squares with the 
compass. This should be done carefully, as a mispointed fact will ruin 
the result.
"Weave as tall a tale as may be desired, and put on top of it the 
shining fact. Keep the tale tall and pointed. A very tall tale may be 
balanced on a very small fact.
"See that mountain over there?,” Grant asked a young visitor who inquired how long he had 
lived in the area. "Well, when I first came here, that mountain was jest a little hill.” After telling a 
sport that he knew every rock in the pond, Ed Grant hit one. "I thought you knew every rock in the 
pond!,” exclaimed the visitor. "Yup, I do. That’s one of ’em right there,” said Grant, and kept on 
rowing.
For the next decade and more, life at Kennebago Lake consisted at best of early Grant-type 
hospitality or, worse, o f a couple of rough camps that furnished "the rudest of sleeping 
accommodations to the visitor who must take with him his own stores and do his own cooking.” (10)
In 1872, however, came the first effort to provide comfort to Kennebago-bound anglers. A 
cabin trading post built by George Snowman at the east end of the lake was re-sited and rebuilt into 
what was to be long known as Kennebago Lake House at the east end of the lake. Grant may well have 
actually done the work and managed it. By 1884, it was operating as Forest Retreat House, with 20 
rooms and a piazza, and offering transient board at $2 a day and daily mail service. It also offered 
black flies that were reportedly "the worst . . . found anywhere in the lake region.” (ll)
For the next century, the hostelry added fame to yet another of the "Androscoggin Lakes.” 
Getting there remained tough, however. "Few were quite so desirable nor yet so hard to reach,” 
noted LeRoy Nile in his Tales of the Rangeley Lakes. (12) "When Roland York built the Loon Lake 
Camps in 1889, men were happy to ride five miles over nothing more than a rocky, bumpy 
buckboard road behind a slow team of horses, and in the early 1900’s the trail stretched out over the 
mountainous terrain to Kennebago Lake bringing sportsmen by the same painful mode of 
transportation. Most walked the last eight miles of the 12-mile route.
"Tough was the bone-aching trip to 
Kennebago Lake, but tougher by far were the 
monotonous day by day trips to the buck- 
board driver who not only had to make the 
trip once but countless times during the 
summer.
"He got up early in the morning to go 
to the livery stable in Rangeley to feed and 
groom his horses. He met his passengers at 
the railroad station, piled enormous amounts 
of personal luggage in the form of suitcases,
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Ed Grant
The George Sargent family arriving by buckboard at the 
head of Kennebago Lake, 1908
duffel bags and trunks on the back of the buckboard and started the weary three to four hour trip to 
Kennebago Lake. Five persons could ride in the buckboard and the overflow had to walk. Some who 
could otherwise ride even preferred to walk rather than displace a kidney going over a boulder in the 
road.
"A t times during the season the trail was deep with sticky mud which the horses had little 
difficulty in traversing but which was a veritable quagmire to the man who walked; and he arrived at 
Kennebago Hotel caked with mud from his boots to his knees and drenched with perspiration. How 
unfortunate for him that the hotel of 1900 lacked the modern convenience of a hot shower and that 
he had to be content with a wash basin in the rear of his cabin!
"Upon arrival at Kennebago Lake, the driver’s day was far from being through. In fact, it had 
only begun. Having discharged his passengers, he had to feed his team and prepare for the return trip 
to Rangeley. Often, when a driver had to make two trips a day to this so-called wilderness paradise, 
he returned to town during the black of night and it was sometimes ten o ’clock before the team was 
returned to the stable and he could drag his weary feet to his bed with no more pleasant future to look 
forward to than another day tomorrow just as long and hard as today.
"Only genuine fishermen dared venture into the wilderness of 1900, and they must of 
necessity be of hardy constitution and of strong body.”
The Town of Phillips was the ultimate limit of travel considered appropriate for children and 
most women. That was the nearest railroad terminus. The men went on by stagecoach and on foot 
through the woods to a world where, in the words of angler-essayist Henry Van Dyke, "There is no 
driving, no dancing, no golf, no tennis. There is nothing to do but fish or die.” ( 13)
Kennebago’s fame as an angler’s destination lingers on, but angling pleasure has long been 
enhanced by love of place. For that trove of trout fishing also happens to be "one of the most 
beautiful of all the feeders of the Rangeley system, walled in by mountains and entirely cut off from 
the permanent haunts of men.”  So said Harper’s New Monthly Magazine. ( 14) Capt. Charles A.J. 
Farrar’s 1884 Illustrated Guide Book to The Androscoggin Lakes called it "one of the prettiest lakes in
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the State of Maine.” And, to explain the attraction further, a 1908 booklet observed, in words 
applicable today, that "Here the sojourner comes in and wanders forth with perfect freedom and 
unconcern, wears what clothes he prefers — and in general does what he likes and when and how; 
fishes when the humor seizes him, boats a little, goes on delightful one day excursions with his family 
or friends, or, if he so elects, just loafs and takes life easy with all his might and does this with plenty 
of capable assistance ever at hand.” (15)
The lake lies on a plate of sedimentary 
rocks, but surrounding it are igneous masses 
that tower above it: West Kennebago Moun­
tain, 3,705 feet above sea level, *  and East Ken­
nebago Mountain that crests at 3,791 feet. *A
fire lookout tower atop West Kennebago Mountain is the highest 
observation structure in Maine. (17) On th e  SOUth rises
Spotted Mountain, 3,268 feet high, separating 
the Kennebago drainage from that of Rangeley 
Lake. In several directions, the lake is backed 
by three ranks of hills, giving it a depth of scenic 
perspective not found at lakes where only single 
ridgelines are in view.
Gouged out by glaciers flowing down 
from the northwest, Kennebago has mellowed 
into a graceful boat-shaped water body five 
miles in length, three-quarters of a mile in 
width, and a cold 119 feet deep. Although it has 
extensive shoals, Kennebago’s shores are most­
ly bouldery and forested with the mixture of 
conifers and deciduous hardwoods typical of 
the northern forests of New England.
Its surface area of 1,700 acres almost matches its elevation at 1,779 feet above sea level, 
making it the highest of the large lakes of the Rangeley system. It is fed by small streams — Black and 
Big Sag Brooks, Norton Brook, Wilber Brook, and the outlets of Blanchard and Flatiron Ponds. 
Although classified as "developed” because of its camps at either end, Kennebago Lake bears the 
State of Maine’s highest resource accolade — "1A ” — outstanding for its fish and wildlife, its 
scenery and the character o f its shore, and having cultural significance as well. (16)
The lake flows directly into the 25-mile long Kennebago River, that spills over two falls (now 
dammed), protecting it from intrusion by coarse fish from below. The upper river, 10 miles long, 
riffles down from the Seven Ponds region just south of the height of land that is the U.S.-Canada 
border. After filling 190-acre Little Kennebago Lake, the river winds in a two-mile deadwater to 
receive the outflow of the big lake in what are called the Kennebago Logans, 172 acres in extent. 
Then, after spilling past the dams, the river flows on for 12 miles down a stream bed 70 feet wide and 
through a chain of lovely pools to Cupsuptic Lake. One nostalgic river angler has recollected that 
"On the Kennebago, every pool, every step I waded, was an adventure.” (18)
In all, the river drains 145 square miles, including 20 lakes and ponds, seven of which are 
more than 2,000 feet in elevation. The Kennebago is ranked among Maine’s finest rivers, its B 
classification second only to those with a wider array of resource values. A Maine Rivers Study made 
in 1982 by the Department of Conservation and the National Park Service noted the Kennebago’s
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Last days of the Lonesome Pine with West Kennebago 
Mountain in the background
undeveloped state, its scenery, the quality of its wetlands in the Kennebago Logans area, and its 
rating as one of Maine’s most outstanding inland fisheries. As for the Kennebago’s waters, the Maine 
Department of Environmental Protection gives it the highest classification: AA.
The river’s headwaters are now the domain o f the Megantic Club but were once a prized 
destination for the hardier anglers who came to Kennebago Lake. Edward Ellis has noted that, in the 
1880’s, the headwaters lakes "were especially popular, despite the fact that from Phillips the trip 
required 20 miles by stage, three miles from Rangeley City by stage and six miles by buckboard, five 
miles across Kennebago Lake by steamer, two miles upstream by rowboat, one mile across Little 
Kennebago Lake by rowboat, two miles upstream by rowboat, and finally, six miles across a 'carry’ 
on foot to the Camps. However the fishing made it all worth the effort.”
Those Camps — Beaver Pond Camps — were another Grant enterprise, offering a rustic, 
spartan hospitality that was to scatter itself across the Kennebago scene. To afford more convenient 
fishing at the west end of the lake and in the river, Kennebago Lake House maintained four out- 
camps, now privately owned, on the southwestern shore of the lake, and it had camps on Johns Pond 
and Little Kennebago Lake as well. The Oquossoc Angling Association had camps on the river and at 
Little Kennebago Lake. In 1905, Ed Grant left the Lake House to help his sons Will and Hall, who, 
the year before, had begun the family’s own sporting camp facility, Grant’s Camps, thus augmenting 
Kennebago Lake hospitality considerably. Hall Grant and another man rowed boatloads of boards 
down the lake. The first camp was called "Ready,” for it was being finished just as the first "sports” 
arrived. (19)
Only a mile from the big lake’s outlet and falls, Grant’s Camps lined the lakeshore with a row 
of what was to become 16* log cabins served by a central dining room/lodge. *After a 1977 fire, replacements 
were of frame construction, and the present total is 18 camps, accommodating 56 people. Friendly rivalry developed
between the two hostelries, with Grant’s Camps being somewhat jealous of the nearby river fishing, 
while little Flatiron Pond, with its plump half-pound squaretails, tended to be viewed by east-end 
residents as a Lake House fishing hole.
A few private camps were also built on Kennebago Lake. Harry Converse, the rubber 
manufacturer, built a superb one on a point near Skedaddlers Cove. Later acquired by Charles 
McVeigh, the cluster of log masterpieces is, even now, often referred to as the McVeigh Camp, 
though it is owned by John Walters. He and his family have maintained its rustic quality with the
Skedaddler’s Cove. The Walters, owners of Skedaddler’s, have kept the complex in pristine condition
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The Whiting camp at the Ledges is considered 
by some as the most cherished spot on the lake
skilled craftsmanship of caretaker/manager Bud 
Bartlett. A camp at The Ledges, built in 1880 by 
George Marston Whiting, has been passed on to 
other family members, including its present owner, 
Priscilla Mason. The camp at Johns Pond Cove, es­
tablished by Eugene Atwood, and later owned by 
Frank Dodge of Dodge motorcar distinction, is now 
the retreat of William Wigton. A camp at the head of 
the lake was built about 1910 by Dr. Samuel Lam­
bert of New York. It was later acquired by Kenneba­
go Lake House but, like the rest of the dwellings, is 
private once again
Kennebago Lake House featured a big sitting room, with stove to match, and a huge dining 
room. An addition to the score of rooms in the main building, 26 comfortable log and shingle cabins, 
some of them double, were lined along the shore on Snowmans Point. In its heyday as an angler’s 
resort, cabin boys lit the morning fires and even brought breakfast for some camps. (20)
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Several early views of the Kennebago Lake House and 
grounds
Women and older children, many of them avid anglers, had begun to arrive at Kennebago as 
transportation problems eased. In 1891, the narrow-guage railroad from Farmington to Phillips was 
extended to Rangeley. It provided plush parlor car comfort, though the chairs were sized to the 
miniature cars, and portly men had to ride in the coaches. The rough buckboard ride remained, but 
in 1902, the Rumford Falls and Rangeley Lakes Railroad extended a line to Oquossoc, and the 
Rangeley Lakes and Megantic went on up the Kennebago River to the lake itself. Soon to be taken 
over by the Maine Central, New England’s largest rail system, it was to be part of a never-completed 
line to Canada, and the rail-ends hung over the bank of the river. Wondering if the train went farther, 
an arriving passenger was told, "if it does, there’ll be a heck of a smashup. ” (21)
When operations all the way to Kennebago began in 1912, the lake became even more 
conveniently accessible than it is today! The approach, up the Swift River Valley from Rumford and 
over the Height of Land to Mooselookmeguntic Lake, was thrilling, especially to a child like 
Elizabeth Foster, who described it in The Islanders:
"The scenery was very dramatic. . .  There 
was a point on the run where the train began to 
climb, and I always became excited . . .  The run 
down the other side roused us all to a pitch of 
excitement which has never been equaled . . . 
After the Height o ’ Land, the next thing you 
saw was an arm of Mooselookmeguntic . . . the 
station at Bemis was a log cabin . . .  There were 
always a few guides on the platform with rods 
and landing nets, and Father used to go out and 
ask them how the fishing was, and come back 
into the train looking pleasanter than he had in 
months.”
R. R. Station at Bemis, Me., the only Log Station in 
America
At first it was a daycoach and box lunch trip, but soon it put on style, with Pullman and dining 
cars. One could leave Washington, D.C. by Pullman sleeping car shortly after lunch and steam into 
Kennebago almost exactly 24 hours later. One comfort-loving sport came in a private car, with an 
extra locomotive to provide steam heat during his stay. (22)
It became not only a luxurious train but an obliging one as well. The engineer would stop a 
while in Oquossoc to give angler-passengers an opportunity to stock up on flies at Herbie Welch’s 
sporting goods and taxidermy store. Moreover, as the train progressed on its 20-minute run up the
A view of Welch’s sporting goods store in 
background
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Herbie Welch, taxidermist, Oquossoc, Me.
river, anglers could be dropped off at their favorite pools. The train would stop to pick them up at 
the wave of a bandanna. On a typical fishing jaunt from Kennebago Lake House, anglers would take 
the hotel steamer to catch the 6 a.m. train, ride to their favorite pools, and return in the evening. 
Anna Hale Bowditch, a summer resident at Kennebago since girlhood during World War I, 
remembers fighting a big fish in the river as the train approached. Her guide ran up to the tracks, told 
the engineer of the situation, and he kindly held the train until the 5 1/4 pound trout was safely 
landed.
And of course, daily train service raised the living standards at the lake considerably. It 
enabled Grant’s Camps to offer a wide variety of fresh foods, for, said a camp brochure, "If  you 
don’t bring your appetite with you it will arrive soon after you do.”
Superb, elegant, and famous anglers were attracted to Kennebago, of course. One of them, 
Cornelia Thurza "Fly Rod” Crosby, a native of Phillips, achieved astounding success in publicizing 
Maine’s outdoor treasury at New York Sportsman’s Shows of the 1890’s. She had become a self- 
taught outdoorswoman and phenomenal fishing expert, once having landed 200 trout in a day at 
Kennebago. Her fame made her the first female member of the Maine Sportsmen’s Fish and Game 
Association. After lobbying hard for a guide registration bill, she was awarded Maine’s very first 
guiding license for her untiring advocacy of the Pine Tree State as a sportsman’s paradise. (23)
Another of superb ability was Mrs. Henry Carson, Dr. Lambert’s sister and wife of the 
founder of Carson City, Nevada. She arrived at Kennebago Lake House every year with a maid and a 
chauffeur. As impeccable as her fly casting were her long tweed skirt, stiff shirt, hat, andpince nez. 
Yet another angler of distinction was Dr. Edgar Burke, chief of surgery at the Jersey City Medical 
Center, whom Alden Grant (Ed’s grandson) considered the "best fisherman who ever hit up here.” 
A watercolorist and illustrator of sporting books, the doctor enjoyed painting trout flies on cabin 
walls.
In 1917, angling writer Charles Southard, who occupied one of the old Kennebago Lake 
House camps, established the Kennebago Tribe of "flyfishing angler sportsmen who are big-hearted,
The Kennebago Tribe organized March 20, 1917 with fourteen members. Charles Zibeon Southard "Big Chief.”  
John W. Cook "Big Scribe.” Henry Hooker "Big Medicine Man.’’Fred Kress, James T. Roche, Ed Grant, John B. 
Hunter, Geo Fiig, Jr., D. L. Yingling, Frank L. Bickmore, Herbert Welch, Durward M. Hyde, Andrew F. Van Thun, 
Jr ., Harry Converse. Herbie Welch seated on the left, Charles Z. Southard fourth on the left and Ed Grant far right.
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Nature loving, tolerant, unselfish and companionable men, for the better advancement of the sport 
of angling, the conservation of all species of trout and other game fish and for mutual comradeship.” 
Limited to 20 members led by a Big Chief, Scribe and Medicine Man, the Tribe "shall be exceptional, 
and to be a member, a distinction and an honor. No petty politics, underhandedness or selfishness 
shall be tolerated.” Ed Grant was made an honorary member and introduced to the ceremonies of 
secret sign, grip, peacepipe and headdress at tenting grounds on the west shore of Little Kennebago 
Lake.
One o f the Kennebago area’s more notable 
guests was a distinguished English poet and drama­
tist who toppled off a tippy rock while fishing a river 
pool. Henceforth, that pool has been known as 
"John Drinkwater’s Bath.” (24) Highest ranking 
angler to wet a line in Kennebago Lake was former 
President Herbert Hoover, who visited in 1939 with 
Governor Lewis O. Barrows. Perhaps his experienc­
es there contributed to his later writing in Fishing for 
Fun: (25) "Fishing is a chance to wash one’s soul with 
pure air, with the rush of a brook, or with the shim­
mer of the sun on the blue water.
"It brings meekness and inspiration from the scenery of nature, charity toward tackle makers, 
patience toward fish, a mockery of profits and egos, a quieting of hate, a rejoicing that you do not 
have to do a darned thing until next week.
"And it is discipline in the equality of man — for all men are equal before fish.”
For the first decade or so of its angling renown, Kennebago’s fish were all brook trout, almost 
all native with perhaps a little early-day stocking by local clubs, probably from local sources. In 
1873, landlocked salmon were introduced into the river below the falls, and into the upper river 
about 1910 and, indeed, in most of the ponds in the Kennebago watershed. Kennebago, Little 
Kennebago and Johns Pond excepted, habitat proved to be unsuitable for salmon, however. Smelt, a 
favorite forage fish, had been planted in the lake in the 1890’s, and a few brown trout were 
inadvertently stocked in the 1930’s. (26) A remnant population survives. An 8-pounder was caught 
on a dryfly in 1987 by Frank Whitesell o f the Kennebago Lake Camp Owners’ Association. Earlier, 
in 1968, Bill Goldberger, a guest at Kennebago Lake Club, caught a 9-pounder and bought a camp 
there the next day. (27)
In addition to providing Kennebago Lake with posh accessibility, the railroad helped to make 
the Kennebago River a source of electric power. In 1915 the Oquossoc Light and Power Company 
had built a concrete dam 28 feet high and 90 feet long at Kennebago Falls, and, late in 1917, a flat car 
delivered power poles along the railway. Snow flew as the last poles were set, and wire was strung by 
men on snowshoes. Work finally stopped when the poles became so icy that boss Basil Lamb slid all 
the way down a pole and up to his armpits in snow. Nevertheless, power surged on in March 1918 to 
supplant that from Rangeley’s burned-up generator. (28)
The Mahaney Dam 700 feet upstream had long been operated as a log-driving dam. (Replaced 
in 1932 with a structure 15 feet high and 132 feet wide, — not high enough to harm the naturalness 
of the lake). The Kennebago Falls Dam, which had been acquired by the Central Maine Power 
Corporation, produced power until 1959. So did the Mahaney Dam, fitted for power generation in 
1950 by arrangement with its owner, the Kennebago Lake Camp Owners’ Association, which had
The famous Drinkwater’s Bath Pool
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purchased the dam from the power company. The Association maintains a constant water level in 
Kennebago throughout the summer in cooperation with the owner of the hydro-electric facility, 
Kennebago Hydro. Ownership of the Falls dam changed hands several times during recent decades, 
but with a hiatus in power generation. Now, Kennebago Hydro is again producing power from the 
river’s flow.
The railroad, with its two passenger trains a day and three freights a week, not only served the 
lake recreationists but also a dozen logging camps in the region, American Realty being the principal 
timbering company at the time. The railroad created as well a settlement of a dozen families whose 
modest homes clustered around the hugh granite-rimmed turntable that reversed the locomotive for 
return runs. The railroad station was a combination passenger-baggage car set off its wheels beside 
the track. Sets of boxcars were similarly placed for various uses, including a schoolroom. Up the 
road near the causeway to Little Kennebago Lake was a timber company office, blacksmith shop, 
harness shop, stables, a storehouse known as the Wanagan, and a shed capable of storing a thousand 
big bales of western hay, Alden Grant recalls. An endless chain took log from river to railroad that 
had ended the need for river drives. (29)
Harry Soule and son Marshall kept 24-hour vigil at the Oquossoc Light and Power plant on 
the river. A two mile road, the "gut,” ran through the Kennebago railroad, logging, and fishing 
settlement, and Soule drove back and forth for mail and groceries in a 1916 car that never needed 
relicensing.
Lena Grant, Ed’s daughter-in-law, ran a general store that included a couple of pool tables. 
Her son Alden remembers the store’s sometimes doing a thousand dollars’ worth of business on a 
summer Sunday. Using that cash one night, a group of poker players enjoyed a wild game until early 
morning before putting the money carefully back in the pouch to be stored in the Grant’s Camps 
safe.
The store had a small ice house to keep chilled the ice cream that came in by train. All the 
camps had them in those days before refrigerators. When the lake ice had frozen to a thickness of two 
feet or more, it was sawn out by hand, and packed in sawdust in thick-walled structures. Grant’s 
Camps used 3,000 cakes in a season.
May was filled with much activity in getting the camps ready for the summer season: screens 
repaired, floors painted. Rufus Crosby, whom Alden Grant considers the best of the builders of 
Rangeley Boats, hauled the camp’s dozens of boats from under the buildings, painted and repaired 
them and sank them with weights in the lake so that the cedar planks might swell and not leak. He had 
built two new boats during the winter, one to use and one to sell. The graceful 17-foot lapstrake craft, 
developed for fishing the Rangeley Lakes, were double-ended then, before the days of outboard 
motors. They were built to be rowed when everyone did. (Of a person whose mental facilities were 
questionable, it was said that he "wasn’t rowing with both oars in the water.” ) Fast, steady, 
extremely lakeworthy on the big windy waters o f the Rangeleys, they were the safest of boats, Alden 
Grant recalls, remembering a time when his two brothers, both 200-pounders, tried unsuccessfully 
all one afternoon to tip one over.
O f course there was the steamer at Kennebago Lake House, and a 40-foot diesel yacht also on 
the lake. Its hull still reposes on the shore. Now outboard motorboats of aluminum and fiberglass 
have generally replaced the old Rangeleys. However, Grant’s Camps and many private camp owners 
still prefer the Rangeley boat today, though the old double-enders have given way to the square 
sterns suitable for motors. As for the motors themselves, Alden Grant is convinced that their 
emissions have hurt the fish.
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There may have been as many as a thousand people at Kennebago Lake at times during the 
summer, counting all the railroad and timber company people, as well as the staffs and guests of the 
camps. They were not a crowd of strangers, however, for they were either residents or camp owners 
and guests, many of whom were regulars. During the 1920’s, one private camp did occasionally 
entertain some rather rough characters, in to "go on a bender for a couple of weeks.” Some were 
prize fighters, Alden Grant remembers. He recalls seeing his first sub-machine gun there. Otherwise, 
the Kennebagoans were a congenial, genteel lot. The proximity to Canada during prohibition times, 
however, led more than one citizen, upright and law-abiding at home, to smack his lips over a bottle 
of Scotch whiskey such as appeared regularly (for a price) through the woods from across the 
border. (One liquor-laden bootlegger fell in the river while taking a shortcut across some boom logs. 
Promised some o f the lost elixir, a diver repairing penstock at the power dam took a night-time dive 
and retrieved from the river bottom the precious knapsack of Scotch.) (30)
On the whole, Kennebago pleasures were simple and, for the most part, healthful. One 
thought nothing o f going to the head of the lake and back for entertainment. Flotillas of Rangeley 
boats would cross over for a hot dog picnic or go to the dance casino at Kennebago Lake House to 
play the latest hit tune on a wax-covered cardboard record, made to last a week until the still-newer 
one arrived on the train. Grant’s was usually filled with musical instruments. All of the Grant family 
played one or more, as did many guests recruited for impromptu concerts.
The Casino at the head of the lake. Bands played until the 
wee hours of the morning. Anna Bowditch re­
members, "Oh, I enjoyed many evenings dancing at that 
Casino. There were more young men in attendance than 
young ladies”
Guides also enriched the culture of Kennebago. From the earlier times through the heyday of 
the railroads, nearly every "sport” retained a guide, often throughout a long stay or season and 
sometimes year after year. Some were expert camp cooks, who could serve up a tasty trout chowder 
during the sports’ lunch break. (The more impatient a sport to resume fishing, the less tasty the 
chowder.) The others, however, burned eggs and bacon, and broilable steaks were sometimes only 
boiled.
According to Walter C. "Skeet” Davenport, long a professional guide and manager of 
Grant’s Camps (and who made the last comment above on some guides’ cookery), almost every local 
resident who rowed a boat saw guiding service. And they rowed all day long, at $3 to $5 a day. At the 
height of the fishing season, there might be as many as 50 or more guides at work on a single large 
body o f water. With the advent o f motorboats and improved fishing technology, and with the 
increase in guide’s wages to $50 or $ 100 a day, guiding has faded as a profession until there are fewer 
than a dozen part-timers in the Rangeley region.
Kennebago’s railroad era ended in 1933, when service from Oquossoc was discontinued. 
America’s love affair with the automobile had taken its toll of line revenues heavily dependent upon 
passenger traffic. A bus on railroad wheels offered transportation until 1939, when the tracks were 
torn up and sold to Japan. By that time, flood damage in 1936 to the line from Rumford to Oquossoc
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had contributed to its closing also. The Brown Company, which owned the timberlands in the 
region, along with the Pingree Heirs’ Seven Islands Corporation, built a gated road over the old 
railroad bed. For several years, Ambrose Hynes’ sled-dog team of five huskies delivered wintertime 
mail to the 50 residents of the Grant’s Camps community and some 500 loggers in the hinterlands.
(31)
Ambie Hynes and his team of huskies The first gatehouse, 1940’s
In 1935, J. Lewis York bought the Kennebago Hotel Company, which had passed through 
several ownerships. York constructed an automobile toll road over the old buckboard track for the 
use of his operation. The auto era had begun, but only to a degree at Kennebago. Gates barred the 
general public from casual access. Moreover, Harold Spinney, the Brown Company’s no-nonsense 
woods boss from 1930 to 1950, made sure that, once in to a private camp or as a bona fide guest at 
Grant’s, everyone walked thereafter.
The community of private camps had grown. Many of the old railroaders’ modest homes had 
been converted to camp use. In 1961, the Brown Company sold a tract of 100 acres at the lake outlet 
to Nick Morrison and Phil Marx of Rumford. The tract was divided into 23 lots, nearly all of which 
have been developed. An earlier sale of land across the causeway resulted in seven other ownerships. 
In addition, other camps were constructed on parcels leased from the Union Water Company, 
incorporated in 1878 to control Androscoggin water supplies for downriver users, and which still 
owns the land surrounding the dams.
Paper company interest in maintaining the road and gate was waning, and camp owners 
realized that they must take a larger hand in management responsibilities. Accordingly, a Kennebago 
Camp Owners’ Association was incorporated in 1962 to build and maintain roads and ways and to 
manage and deal in real and personal property. In 1979, the group reorganized as the Kennebago 
Lake Camp Owners’ Association, a non-profit corporation, exclusively for conservation, 
environmental, community and recreational purposes. The Association has 62 members, 10 of 
whom have homes in nearby communities and more than half of whom are citizens of Maine. A 
dozen are summer-long residents. (32)
At the head of the lake, the venerable Kennebago Lake House, which had become known as 
the Kennebago Lake Camps, continued under the management o f Gerald "Sam ” York, until World 
War II, when it closed. After the war it was sold to Warren O. and Ruth Russell, he a former airplane 
pilot. Bud and Ooie Russell reopened it as the Kennebago Lake Club, continuing its fame of nearly 
three-quarters of a century. Writer Edmund Ware Smith, who recounted Maine sporting camps 
from the days of rum-for-breakfast, moose meat dinners, wall-to-wall dirt floors and straw-and- 
horse-blanket beds, said of the Club that "At the weekly lobster dinner, or around the Thursday 
night buffet, you will hear academic discussions on the effectiveness of such esoteric flies as the 
Grannom Nymph and the Gold-Bodied Gray Variant.” (33)
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Although the club was noted for its good chef and was sought out by dinner guests as well as 
fishing vacationers, the era of the rustic hotel was ending. The Club was not big enough to warrant 
two staffs that the labor laws had come to require. In 1967, the Russells began selling the camps. In 
1972, they auctioned the contents of the big lodge and tore it down. Many of the camps were 
purchased by the Kennebago faithful who had long enjoyed them as guests or as employees and who 
converted them into housekeeping units. Although undertaking a gradual program of shared 
ownership, the Russells long remained influential in keeping the Club a familial place. The last o f the 
26 log and shingle cabins was not sold until 1986.
The 24 families who occupy the Kennebago Camps do not purport the rather aristocratic 
character of the older Kennebago days. Diverse in economic status and cultural backgrounds and 
interests, and from as far away as Tennessee, Arizona, even Venezuela, they form, nevertheless, a 
compatible and friendly group, respectful of each others’ privacy, managing the community 
sensitively and keeping it, in the words of one camp owner, "a good place for kids.” There is little 
social life beyond a congenial annual picnic and other "pot luck” occasions. Nor are they all 
necessarily anglers. Kennebago magic charms them in many other ways as well, and keeps them 
happily enthralled. (34)
The new group of owners bought out the Club’s corporate assets, including land, docks, 
outbuildings, and rights-of-way, and holds them collectively as Kennebago Lake Camps, Inc. The 
corporation owns a one-third undivided interest in the 960-acre public lot at Kennebago’s upper end 
and including most of Flatiron Pond, having purchased the interest from the Seven Islands 
Corporation, that manages the Pingree Heirs’ timberland holdings in Maine. Kennebago Lake 
Camps, Inc. also has a long-term lease on all the Pingree shoreland on both sides of the lake to a depth 
of 16 rods, thus assuring that most of the lakeshore will remain in a natural state. (35) Only one other 
timber company, Boise Cascade, holds land on or near the lake: a tract on the north side across from 
the Kennebago Lake Camp Owners’ Association properties, and also land behind them with a lake 
access right-of-way. Grant’s Camps are on a 4 1-acre public lot, their site being leased from the state. 
Like the other public lot, it was acquired by the state in 1978, as state school land interests in the 
unorganized territories of Maine were being sorted out and segregated from private/corporate land 
holdings.
As for Grant’s Camps, their ownership had passed to a group of Rangeley businessmen 
during the depression years of the 1930’s. In 1948, Howard and Jean Dunning of Andover, Maine,
became shareholder-managers and continued the camps’ 44-yr. 
history for another 18 years. Guests were not permitted to 
drive in then. The Dunnings would pick them up at the gate. In 
1966, Walter C. "Skeet” Davenport, Stewart Rushton, and 
others bought Grant’s, and Skeet managed it for another 23 
years, selling it in 1989 to John Blunt, a Maine native from 
Saco. (36)
A fire, apparently caused by a gas explosion in the kitchen at Grant’s, demolished 14 
buildings and three acres of woods on May 8, 1977 — just before camp opening time. The camps 
were promptly rebuilt, albeit not of the rustic logs of yesteryear, and the traditions go on. There are 
changes, o f course. As Brian Thayer wrote in the Maine Sunday Telegram of July 11, 1982, "It is hard 
to imagine that in era gone by this isolated body of water was the thriving terminus of the Maine 
Central Railroad. Three trains a day rolled down the track carrying sportsmen to this five-mile-long 
lake teeming with wild trout and salmon. Gone are the Eastern aristocrats who fished from their 
Rangeley boats in three-piece tweed suits . . .  Gone are the priceless Hardy and Leonard cane rods. . .  
Gone is the golden era when wealthy sportsmen arrived in June with dozens of trunks and a handful 
of servants to stay the summer at Kennebago Lake.”
Howard and Jean Dunning
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The old railroad turntable ring of granite sleeps now amid big spruces, while the cars of the 
Lake Association members and Grant’s Camps guests ply the road. They bring to mind an 
observation in Elizabeth Foster’s The Islanders: "I doubt if we go into the woods with quite the same 
emotion nowadays; perhaps it is too easy to get there.” Yet emotion there still is among the camp 
owners at both ends of Kennebago and at Little Kennebago also, where the owners of 15 camps have 
their own association. There is not the group activity of yesteryear, born of isolation, but members 
enjoy their visitings and dinings back and forth, and some cherish a sweet seclusion. Association 
meetings reinforce the realization that Kennebago is a neighborhood, and that its people, wherever 
from and however relating one to another, are a clan owing allegiance to a beautiful lake.
And the new Grant’s Camps are really very much like the old. As a 1978 article in the 
Rangeley Highlander pointed out, the visitor may be more mobile in traveling around the region, "but 
basically, he still comes, as did the sport in 1900, to arise early, walk from his camp to the shore, 
climb into a b o at. . . and set off for some of the best fishing he’s probably ever encountered.” (37)
1991 view of Grant’s Camps
No, it is not as good as it used to be. Alden Grant remembers seeingtrout of from two to five 
pounds so thick at a spawning bed in the Kennebago River’s Thomas Logan Pool that one could not 
see the bottom. "They would crowd each other out of the water,” he said. "You can stand there all 
day now and not see a fish go over it.” As for fish brought into camp, "You wouldn’t turn your head 
twice to look at a five-pound trout.”
Just the same, it’s remarkably good still. The river, with its 24 named pools, is regarded as one 
of the very finest landlocked salmon streams in Maine, indeed, in the entire United States. Its superb 
spawning and nursery habitat — some of the best in Maine — produces more than 12,000 salmon 
and 4,000 trout, and the upper river, nearly 2,000 salmon and more than 3,000 trout. They would 
cost some $20,000 if they had to be stocked When first surveyed in 1939, Kennebago Lake was 
considered one of the three most heavily fished lakes in the region, yet the upper Kennebago helps to 
maintain the lake fishery, as do the lake’s small tributaries, which are closed to fishing. The lower 
river does much to stock Cupsuptic and Mooselookmeguntic Lakes naturally. (38)
Angler habits are also responsible for helping to maintain the fishing. In recent years, anglers 
have reported releasing more than half of the legal salmon and more than three quarters o f the legal 
trout that they have caught. A reason generally believed to be even more important is the restriction 
of the region, lakes and river, to fly fishing only. No other lake of such size in Maine is so carefully
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controlled as to method of angling. A state survey concluded that "present day fishing regulations 
and angler habits are resulting in adequate natural reproduction and a sustained fishery of good 
quality.” (39) One angling writer concluded that the area would have been fished out long ago if it 
were open water, stocked or not. (40)
Kennebago anglers, notably those of the Camp Owners’ Association, are convinced that 
courtesies count as well. Their sign gently reminds: "A t Kennebago we enjoy one of the last 
strongholds of fly-fishing for native salmon and trout in the East. Unless good sportsmanship is 
adhered to, this beautiful area and its fine natural resources can be lost. One does not enter a pool 
where someone else is already fishing unless invited, and does not disturb the water above. Don’t hog 
a pool all day, either. As defined in Maine law, fly-fishing-only rules out spinners, sinkers, weighted 
flies. Moreover, it’s fly-casting — no dragging o f a fly behind a boat or canoe. That’s trolling, and 
illegal in Kennebago waters. So is keeping fish alive in a bucket so as to choose the best to take home 
at day’s end. Any fish to be kept must be killed immediately.”
With public access arranged and managed by Grant’s Camps for those who sincerely espouse 
such sportsmanship and the stewardly pride it engenders, an appropriate balance in use and 
protection seems to have been achieved. Kennebago is available to those who respectfully seek to 
enjoy it, yet it maintains its high quality as a place to fish and to be. Kennebagoans, resident and 
visitor alike, realize that the balance is a delicate one, however. Changes in angling regulations, over- 
easy access, or excessive development could gravely affect the fishing, the ambience, the experience 
they revere and prize.
Lady fishing at Lunch Pool
"Wonder where we’ll be next summer?
Right back here at Kennebago Lake, we hope.
After all is said, there really isn’t any other place like it.”
LeRoy Nile, 1947
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Early Kennebago
The following articles are detailed accounts of two of the eight trips ( 1870- 1877) taken by Rev. 
Edgar F. Clark of South Windsor, Connecticut to the Great Kennebago. (Reproduced verbatim from 
his autobiography of the late 1 8 oo’s).
YEAR
1871 Our Party embraced — John E. Kendrick, A.J. Manchester, Eli Howard, Theodore T. 
Howard, and E. Rothwell, all of Providence.
The Place was Great Kennebago, in Northern Maine, and the D ate was July 15 to 
August 11. Our shelter was a rude Moose-hunter’s camp, in the vicinity of which, an 
Indian hunter killed 75 moose, for their skins, in a single season.
My Expense was $55.74 and the previous trip of 1870, $52.98.
(6) No
My Catch was — 803 Trout.
1872 Com panions were Rev. Geo. L. Westgate, John E. Kendrick, Joseph H. Kendrick, 
Geo. M. Carpenter, Jr., J. Parkhurst, F.F. Carpenter, H.T. Root, H.M. Knight, D. 
Fields, C. Brigham, S.J. Sherman, T.E. Taylor, and W.H. Alpaugh. (16) members. 
Place Great Kennebago. My Expenses $62.94 and the Time, July 8 to July 25. My 
Catch — 665 Trout.
1873 M embers (6), J.W. Clark, J.D. Flint, Geo. Kingsbury, E. Carpenter, and F. Gladding. 
Place — Great Kennebago. Tim e —July lOto August 8. Expenses $53.54. My Catch
— 1547 Trout since which time, we have decimated the numbers.
1874 M embers (10) J.M. Crocker, L.N. Paine, G.H. Nickerson, W.N. Young, A. Adams, 
A.P. Hannum, F.P. Goss, E.O. Snow, and R.E. Conwell. Place, Great Kennebago. 
Tim e July 6 to July 22. Expenses $61.03. Catch Nearly 700. Trout to date 3843 plus.
1875 M embers (6) Rev. Geo. A. Morse, G.H. Nickerson, G. Cole, Frank L. Clark. Place 
Great Kennebago. Tim e June 7 to July 1. Expense $74.88. Sought to take large trout. 
Largest - Trout 4 1/2 lbs.
1876 M embers (6) Rev. V.A. Cooper, Rev. A.W Wright, Rev. John Livesay, Rev. J.O. 
Thompson, and Mr. Boutwell. Time June 5 to June 29. Our earliest trip to 1908. 
Expenses, $75.79. Catch largest, 19 averaging 2 lbs. Place Great Kennebago.
1877 M embers (6) Frank E. Clark, Fred L. Clark, J Cobbitt, D. Goodall, H.E. Haywood. 
Tim e July 23 to August 18. Place Great Kennebago. Expense $112 41. Frank and 
Fred hurt, former by stepping on outlieing cover of a can, while bathing; latter, by 
accidental discharge of a revolver, but rapidly healed. Came out of the woods on 
horseback. Duck and trout taken.
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KENNEBAGO AND INDIAN ROCK
"The Adirondacks” and "Moosehead” are widely known, and justly prized as favorite fields 
for wetting lines and burning powder. In these places the feet of uncounted foresters have beaten 
paths for years, promoting ease and rapidity in traveling, but discounting their attractions in other 
respects by a like ratio. The beauty of their scenery, and the quaintness of their modes of camping, 
together with the benefits resulting to health, and the associations which formerly drew them to 
these resorts, will serve to continue the annual visits of those who early enjoyed the then unsurpassed 
advantages of these localities. But the enthusiastic disciple of Walton will find difficulty in easily 
satisfying his piscatorial ambition, especially as compared with the past, and many will turn to 
inquire if new and better fields do not await the enterprising angler. To all inquirers it may be replied 
that such a place is realized in Kennebago and Indian Rock — the paradise of American trouting. This 
territory has a growing popularity, which, though as yet its trout are numberless, and the attendance 
not so great as to rob the forest and lake of their pleasures, is doubtless destined to deplete these 
retreats of their present attractions. Until recently, the lack of public information has kept the place 
sacred to the favored few who have yearly reveled in its unstinted advantages.
The trip to this charming region is full of the beautiful and sublime. Starting from Boston, the 
angler can take the morning train to Portland, Me., and thence proceed by rail to Farmington, upon 
the same day, or, if an ocean sail is desired to quicken the appetite and give variety to the trip, he can 
take at Boston one of the steamers that daily ply between that city and Portland. If the boat be 
chosen, the tourist reaches Portland the following morning, in season to take the early train for 
Farmington; or he can linger a half day "to do” the beautiful surrounding of Portland. In both cases, 
Farmington, the terminus of railroad communication, is entered by the same train. The traveler who 
takes the morning train will find pleasant recreation in the enterprising town of Lewiston until the 
arrival of the "through train.” Farmington is reached at about 6 P.M. Although the rate of travel on 
this road is slow, the kindness and attention of the road officers atone for much of seeming delay, as 
the impetuous fisherman is carried far from meagre farms and ocean to the immense homesteads and 
forest of Maine.
Arriving at Farmington depot, the genial face of "Uncle John,” the veteran stage-driver 
between Farmington and Phillips, awaits your pleasure, although many will be tempted to pass the 
night amid the pleasant surroundings and hotels of this model town. Commonly, however, the eager 
tr outer confides his traps to the "old stager,” who, for nearly a score of years, without a single serious 
accident, has rapidly forwarded the tourist on his coveted way.
After supper at the Forest House, at which the stage stops, the ride is resumed through one of 
the most delectable parts of New England scenery. At points the view is surpassingly beautiful, 
bordering on the sublime; and when autumn lights the funeral torches of dead vegetation upon the 
brow of mountains and shaded streams, the vista is fit for a king.
A trifle late we enter Phillips, where the night is to be passed. We have already reached trout- 
land, where for several years the Hon. Van Wyck of New York, was accustomed to find his fill of 
angling. It is said his rule was to take invariably one hundred and nine trout, after which, though in 
the midst of eager fish, his rod was unjointed, and he returned to his hotel, the "Borden House,” 
which has stood for many years as the home of fishermen. Recently the "Elmwood House” has been 
added to the hotels of the town, where, as well as at other places, the angler will find ample 
accommodation and attention. The fishing at this point is chiefly confined to the stream, and 
embraces generally only the smaller sizes.
The following day, another careful driver awaits your necessities, and in an open team
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continues the journey through the forest that are fast becoming dense and unbroken. Lakes, resting 
like diamonds upon green mantle of nature, cast their bright sheen into the face and heart of the 
advancing trouter, who sees in them an earnest of his forest inheritance. Mt. Saddleback rises as the 
king mountain of the way, but all around stand lesser heights, "Ossa on Pelion,’ ’ with their ever- 
changing patterns of sublimity and beauty. A halt is made for dinner in front of Greenvale House, 
whose accommodating proprietor, though he never fishes, knows well the art of making all his guests 
feel at home. With an appetite quickened by the ocean and the ride, the hungry sons of Walton feel a 
strange inclination to apologize for their appetites.
Dinner over, the tourist finds himself upon the borders of unbounded forest, and two paths 
lie before him. On the one hand, "Indian Rock” offers great attractions in early June and September, 
especially on account of the size and beauty of the trout. Near the Greenvale House lies the anchorage 
of a beautiful little steamer, the "Mollychunkamunk,” Capt. Howard, lately hailing from 
Moosehead, who, with his young but faithful engineer, takes the expectant angler to the camps upon 
the lower streams at the outlet of Rangeley Lake. The soil on Rangeley Lake seems like motion in 
fairyland. Standing on deck of this charming little steamer, midway between Mts. Saddleback and 
Bald Eagle, the scenery is inspiring beyond description, and leaves nothing to be desired in the realm 
of the esthetic. By a short "carry” we reach "Indian Rock,” the headquarters of the "Oquossoc 
Angling Association.” This society was legally incorporated by the State, February 5, 1870, "for the 
purposes of angling, propagating fish, and shooting game,” and is perhaps the most notable 
association of the kind in America. The original petitioners, Messrs. Wm. P. Frye, N. Cutler, W.S. 
Badger, G.S. Page, J. Cooke, D. Dodd, and A.D. Lockwood, sufficiently evince the high character of 
its membership. Among its honorary members have appeared the names of Prof. Louis Agassiz, 
Hon. John Bright, M. Drouyn De L ’Huyss, and others of just fame. All members are elected by ballot 
upon the recommendation of the executive committee.
Their chief camp is called "Kennebago,” a frame building, one hundred feet in length, of 
which the dormitory embraces sixty feet, and with its oval bedsteads, covered with netting, and its 
huge fireplace, give a quaint but romantic look to this beautiful retreat of the members. Adjacent to 
this main camp are several smaller ones for families, or the help, the whole forming, within the 
immediate encircling forest, a forester’s home. Here the members, each with "guide” and cedar boat, 
start at morn for their daily piscatorial trips up the stream towards Lake Rangeley, or down to the 
great lake of Mooselucmaguntic, and seldom return, at the proper seasons, without a "royal catch.” 
Within this territory are taken, perhaps, the finest speckled trout of the world — finest both for size 
and beauty. Some are taken weighing more than ten pounds, belonging to the species salmo 
fontinalis, furnishing the rarest sport for rod and reel. Their fins are beautifully colored, and the 
distinctness of their spots and perfect symmetry render them the model for the painter’s easel. Of 
course, the members of this Association have not manifested any particular interest in urging the 
angling public upon their private grounds and favorite fields, and formerly, during the months of 
June and September, none but members were allowed at their forest camp. To meet this want, other 
camps have been built, foremost among which was "Camp Henry,” situated at the outlet of Rangeley 
Lake. Just now the ambition of some of the anglers, members of the Association, lies in the direction 
of private camps, where their entire family may enjoy the pleasures of foresting. R.G. Allerton, esq., 
of New York City, has completed a highly elegant camp of this description below "Indian Rock,” 
and his example has been followed by Theo. L. Page, esq., of New Orleans, whose wife, Mrs. Lillie S. 
Page, annually visits the "Rock,” and is numbered among the famous anglers of that rendezvous, 
having brought several seven-pound trout to the landing net. How much longer the seclusion of this 
place will furnish the requisite resources of the angler’s ambition, time alone can determine; but it 
can hardly be doubtful that the future will, witness great changes in the accommodations and 
patronage of visiting anglers. Few should visit this place in July and August with any expectation of 
"large catches,” which are chiefly confined to May, June and September.
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Great as are the attractions to "Indian Rock” Lakes Kennebago and vicinity obtain the 
preference among some of the most enthusiastic anglers. Here good fishing can be found at all 
seasons of the year, July and August being no exception. In going to this point, the tourist, when at 
Greenvale House, continues his ride to Rangeley, a village upon the forest-border, where good 
fishing can also be had in May, early June, and September.
In going to Lakes Kennebago from Rangeley, a sled is employed to carry baggage and 
provisions, a distance of about eight miles, and the patient ox or horse, as the case might be, formerly 
underwent great exhaustion, if not danger, scaling mountains, crossing streams, and struggling 
through mire, ravine and rocks. A new road has been "swamped” around the mountains, actually 
shortening the distance, and almost destroying the discomfort of the "carry.” Arrangements are also 
now made so that the tourist can make the carry on horseback. Mrs. Rogers was the first lady to 
accompany her husband to this halcyon retreat, and returned a pedestrian, enthusiastic in praise of 
her experience among the "speckled beauties.”
At the head of the lake stands "Snowman’s Camp,” log-built, but commanding a most 
delightful view of Great Kennebago and the overhanging mountains. The lake is reckoned at about 
six miles, and abounds with the rarest fish. The angler who cannot here find his "fill”  of trouting, 
should take the express for an insane retreat, or the asylum for the demented. On certain days and 
hours the trout may be seen breaking as far as the eye can reach. Formerly, in midwinter, tons of the 
frozen beauties were taken from the lake and despatched to Boston and other markets. Overhanging 
the water, along almost the entire shore, bend the fir, cedar and spruce, a fac-simile of Scandinavian 
forests. Nearby the head of Great Kennebago is Flat Iron Lake, where excellent fly-fishing is had in 
midsummer. Near the foot of the lake are Crosby’s camps. They are a great improvement over the 
early camps, containing stoves and netting, and ample though inelegant bedding and cooking 
utensils. Hon. James L. Green, of Norwich, Conn., was one of the earliest angling pioneers to this 
charming locality, and through the information given by his party, many have been led to this 
sportsman’s elysium. About a mile below the outlet are the Kennebago falls and rapids, gems of 
beauty, overhung by leaning cedar and fir. A little above the falls an ice-cold spring gathers scores of 
merry trout in summer, in waters so cold as to chill the hand.
Ascending the Little Kennebago River about three miles, we enter Little Kennebago Lake, 
where even in July and August the fly-fishing lacks little, if any, of being the best in New England. The 
trout are not so large, but plentiful and eager. Three hundred have been taken in a day. A rude camp 
stands upon the further shore, concealed by forests, but the accommodations are by no means 
inviting.
Among the enthusiastic admirers of this forest life and scenery is Geo. H. Nickerson, esq., of 
Provincetown, Mass. With a passionate love for the beautiful in nature, his art has put into 
stereoptics the superior attractions of this territory, and furnished high pleasure to all who frequent 
these localities.
In the surrounding forests lie numerous lakes, awaiting the adventurous ramblers to reveal 
countless tenants to their enterprise and patience. For this experience September possesses great 
attractions, as game is then more abundant, insects less troublesome, and trout more eager. In these 
waters live muskrat, mink, otter and beaver. Through the forests roam deer, moose, caribou, lynx, 
fisher and bear. To those who are not fond of the crowded resorts, Kennebago offers unlimited 
charms, and considering the newness of the field, the accommodations are all that could be desired 
for a limited patronage. Adopting and changing the "Queen of the Thames,” we say: —
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"Oh, silver Kennebago,
How I love thy silver sheen;
When sun-rays on thee quiver 
Catching all the rainbow’s gleam,
My heart with thee discourseth 
As my feet thy torrents lave;
And my very soul rejoiceth 
In the music of thy wave.
I would thy soft voice murmur 
Past the turf that wraps my grave,
For I feel my rest were calmer 
Near the music of thy wave.”
Much is justly said of lake fishing in this region, yet to many a trip to the forests is not 
complete until stream fishing is added. For this purpose, take a guide, and early in the day commence 
the descent of Sandy River, just below the "old saw-mill,” between Greenvale and Madrid, where 
the stream is low and sawing has been discontinued for a season. Unreel the line half a mile below the 
mill, where fall and rapid and pool, with pendent tree, allure the enchanted soul and feet of the 
meditative angler. Put the guide back out o f sight till you have paid your devotion to the naiad of this 
torrent whose voice, changeful from murmur to roar, calls the student and professional from brain- 
sweat and heart-sweat to its healthful shrine.
In going to these retreats do not take too large a party. Reject those who are not fond of nature 
in her wild dress. Seek those who are willing for a time to resign the luxuries of hotel and fashion and 
limit their wardrobe to a carpetbag. Most of the guides of this region are capable and trustworthy, 
and although prices have advanced in several directions, the expenses of a trip to this inviting resort 
are within the reach of many who could ill afford a tour in many of our public resorts. When it is 
remembered that no one is known to have returned, especially from Kennebago, without conceding 
its peerless fishing and scenery, it cannot be doubted that the future of this fisherman’s paradise will 
be replete with pleasure and popularity.
W aitin’ for a Bite
A barefoot boy I stood upon 
The little bridge of plank,
Or down beneath the cottonwood 
Along the shady bank.
A crooked pole within my hands, 
My heart filled with delight,
My eyes agleam upon the stream, 
Jest waitin’ fur a bite.
What though the nibble never come 
To strip my bent pin hook?
'Twas joy enough fur me to be 
Down there beside the brook.
An’ thus I passed the happy hours, 
Half hidden out of sight,
In idle dream beside the stream 
While waitin’ fur a bite.
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The years hev come an’ gone since then, 
I’ve lingered by the brook 
Of life where trade goes rushing by 
With ready line and hook,
I’ve stood upon the crowded bank 
By day, an’ then by night;
I’ve angled there in storm an’ fair,
Jest waitin’ fur a bite.
I’ve waited fur the fish "success”
To come an’ bite my pin,
They come an’ sniff, like them of old, 
An’ then swim off ag’in.
Yet still I’m standin’ on the bank 
From mornin’ until night,
An’ I shall stay the same old way 
Until I git a bite.
New York Sun
Letter From Lake Kennebago
Correspondence o f the Journal
Fourteen of us, all save one from the city of Roger Williams, two clergymen, a lawyer, no 
doctor, (for we do not wish to be sick), a dry goods dealer, a house furnisher and both m one, and 
various young men of high degree, who have not yet set up for themselves, but who will by and by be 
heard from in sundry elevated stations. Our object, a Christian good time; our route, to Lake 
Kennebago, in the northwest corner of the State of Maine, about twenty-five miles from the point 
where Maine, New Hampshire and Canada meet. One, pale and anxious, comes seeking the 
restoration of fast-failing health. The kindly consideration of the party for this unfortunate is 
beautiful to see.
The officers are, President, Rev. E.F. Clark; Secretary, John E. Kendrick; Treasurer and 
Commissary, J.G. Parkhurst; Chaplain, G.L. Westgate; Drum-Major, Daniel Field; Boat-Keeper, 
Geo. M. Carpenter, Jr., Esq.; Storekeeper, H.T. Root; Chief of Police, Capt. J.H. Kendrick; Privates 
Chas. A. Brigham, S.F. Sherman, T.E. Taylor, H.N. Knight, F.F. Carpenter, and W.H. Alpaugh, the 
last from Willimantic, Conn.
From Providence to Brunswick is easy enough; cars to Boston, boat to Portland, cars to 
Brunswick, the seat of Bowdoin College, are much like other travel. At the last named place, having 
been deposited by the accommodation, and having entered into a short conversation with certain 
talkative denizens of the place, in which we learn that ex-Governor Chamberlain is to be inaugurated 
President of the College in the afternoon, we take a "saloon car,” attached to a freight, for Crowley’s 
Station. A saloon car is an institution peculiar to this section. It is not a Pullman’s palace car, as one 
might think, but more nearly a freight car with seats on the sides, like a Providence moving-wagon. 
But we are a jolly crowd, and having the whole car to ourselves, we make the clear air ring with laughs 
and shouts and whistles. At Crowley’s we try the "chubbs,” which bite vigorously. We also try the 
milk, and conclude that chalk and water are not cheap in Maine. These, with a dinner worthy of the
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name, occupy the two hours of waiting. Then another "saloon car” to Farmington, a distance of 
about fifty miles. Now, the railroad officials in Maine are not a crusty set. They are decidedly more 
agreeable than the assistant baggage-master who would not check some of our baggage at Providence, 
and who was not very civil in saying so. One or two of the party ventured upon the top of the car. 
Gradually, others followed, till nearly all were there, and as the train went spinning along (for it was 
not slow when in motion) they had grand views of hill and dale and stream, beautifully and variously 
mingled. There was little danger, for there were no overhead bridges. Some very bold grades made 
the grip of the hand on the edge of the car quite firm.
At Farmington, the Forest Hotel, fronting a fine grove park, provided a meal which hungry 
guests could not enough commend.
Then began the staging. From seven in the evening till eleven at night, over long and steep 
hills, down through dark gullies, "Uncle John,” the driver, held us in his hands till we reached 
Phillips. A shower came up, which caused those who had scrambled up outside to scramble down in 
a hurry, and which darkened the road, between the sharp flashes of the lightning, so that the leaders 
could not be seen from the driver’s seat. The long ride was made short by song and story, serious and 
comic, and some gave and took hits sharp and personal. Stowed away at midnight, we slept hard till 
Greenvale, 17 miles, when we eat to the satisfaction of body and soul. For victuals, thus far, good as 
all the rest have been, give us Kimball’s. Three miles more end at Rangeley, where Haines, a 
Methodist class leader, provides again for the inner part of the outer man. But we have a long tramp 
before us for the morrow, and we wish to start, if possible, from the edge of the forest. So we push on 
to David Quimbey’s, and digging bait at the house where a Providence ex-policeman married a Maine 
girl and settled down, we cover "Uncle David’s” piazza with baggage and his floor with beds till 7 
o’clock in the morning.
Then accoutred for the effort, we start for a twelve miles’ walk; and such a walk — don’t think 
of concretes, or bricks, or flaggings, — don’t think of the Scituate road; but imagine swamp, stumps 
and fallen trees, stones and brooks, — the foot sometimes sinking over shoe where the surface 
seemed hard, and sometimes gliding suddenly aside when it seemed to be securely planted on a tree 
across the path. Think of all this, with six miles of the twelve up a steep ascent, with mosquitoes, 
black flies, moose-flies and midges, unendurably thick, and you have a picture of the walk. Netting 
over the face and buckskin gloves upon the hands afford some protection, but the patience is tried 
nevertheless. Yet the task is accomplished with surprisingly little weariness. Four o ’clock finds us all 
safely in camp. Even the sick man arrives in good time and condition. Whether it be the Maine air or 
the spirit of the crowd, we are all delighted to get on so well.
The mystery of mysteries is how our baggage and stores can be drawn over such a trail, for 
road it can never be called. No horse or wheeled vehicle can traverse it. Two yoke of oxen with a sled 
have all that they can do, and more than it would seem that they can do, to draw such a load over such 
a surface. No wonder the men wish to be roundly paid. Their interest is, however, to keep the terms 
as low as possible. May they see it so, and not crowd out by formidable charges those who would 
come to Kennebago.
Well, now we are in camp, on the borders of the lake. A log hut, decidedly primitive in its 
construction, is our temporary kitchen and dining room, all in one. A great pole through the roof is 
our chimney; a pile of stones is our stove; wood is cut from the forest and the great logs piled on make 
a blaze which drives away the mosquitoes; and the warmth of which is not disagreeable, especially in 
the cold nights. Two guides from the settlement cook. Boats upon the lake are ready for the trouters, 
and already upwards of a hundred (wipe your lips, ye envious dwellers in the city) have graced our 
rural board. We sleep on pine boughs. Our spring bed is made of the branches of trees.
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A few have guns, and now and then some game appears. We depend mainly, however, for 
food and amusement upon the trout in the lake.
July 13 Rev. Geo. L. Westgate, Chaplain.
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Kennebago Grand March
E.O . Snow
Mr. E.O. Snow’s New Music.
We are naturally more pleased with home than foreign talent, yet are apt to be much more 
critical when presented with productions of our own people to pass judgment upon, than when 
called to criticize the results of the efforts of strangers. It is generally so with mechanics, public 
speakers and singers, professional men and others. The same author has ready for publication a 
stirring piece, entitled "Kennebago Grand March,” appropriately dedicated to Rev. E.F. Clark of 
this place, who for many summers has cast his fly upon the placid surface of Kennebago Lake in 
Maine, and who is justly enthusiastic over this paradise of anglers.
Lake Kennebago.
Among the many requirements of the human economy none are more essential than rest of 
body and mind. That this fact is appreciated is evident from the patronage received by various places 
of amusement that abound in every land of enlightenment, by the throngs that visit the sea side and 
the crowds that flock to the country for annual rest and recreation. With this motive in view the 
Kennebago Scouts started for the forests of Maine which every year receive more and more visitors 
and are rapidly developing to a popular resort for those who love to "rough it” and regain health by 
breathing mountain air and enjoying some of the wildest scenery in New England. To reach Lake 
Kennebago easily from Boston the boat or rail may be taken to Portland, thence by rail to 
Farmington, Me.; thence by stage to Phillips. Throughout the entire journey to Farmington the end 
of rail communication, to one from the ocean shore the scenery is interesting. The end of the stage 
route is at Quimby’s (Uncle David’s) at the edge of the forest, a pleasant place, with good fishing 
hard by. Good, substantial fare and clean beds are here furnished. From this point the journey to 
Lake Kennebago is on foot, a distance of twelve miles, through the forest. In this tramp three 
mountains are traversed by a difficult path filled with rocks and fallen trees, with here and there a 
quagmire which has to be waded through, or avoided by a circuitous route. Spring of cool, fresh 
water are often met and at one of these under the shade of the grand old trees amid the solemn 
stillness of the forest the lunch is usually eaten. The walk is a hard one and by ordinary travellers is 
usually accomplished in about five hours. Guides, who accompany every party, when alone walk the 
distance in much less time, they being thoroughly accustomed to such journeys and being hardy 
muscular men. The guides employed by the Provincetown party were Charles Soule and Rufus 
Crosby, both natives of that section of country and both thoroughly competent and faithful men.
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The latter of these men has been a Georges’ fisherman in his day and has visited 
Provincetown — One lake, known as John’s Pond, has to be crossed in boats, when about two- 
thirds of the distance to the lake.
Kennebago, "the paradise of American trout fishing,” is situated within twenty miles or less 
of the Canadian border and is but newly known as a resort for the angler. The lake is surrounded by 
mountains all covered with a thick growth of wood. It is about nine miles in length and will average 
about a mile in width. Trout abound here and take bait and fly eagerly. The camp, a log house, is 
situated close by the lake. The fishing is done from boats, which are well built and in good repair.
Kennebago
"Casting A Fly In Maine.” &cc.
The sinlessness of periodical recuperation is beyond dispute. Fortified and graced by the 
example of the Devine Pattern, who was wont to "to retire” from the public and "rest awhile,” 
especially in the "mountains,” none but the bigot or the whimsical can be arrayed against it. O f all 
people, none have greater need of vacation than Americans. Their absorption in business, or 
enthusiasm for official success, imperatively demand either physical relaxation or the grave. It can be 
read on the tombstones of Bishops, tombstones which like the truce-flags of war, the wearied hands 
of the righteous, for departed heroes, are upholding amid fields of service and conflict, calling for 
temporal cessation from active hostilities, for the surviving soldiers. Because Bishop Janes can labor 
and smile amid unmeasured toil, it does not follow that Bishop Simpson must rush to an unfinished 
crown.
Our companion for the first half of the trip, is one enervated and care-worn by public duties, 
towards whom fever is stealin with heated arrows on the string. Anxious, without appetite, restless, 
and at times shivering with cold, he hurries to test for the first time the balm of Maine forests.
Taking the cars at the "H ub” we are soon in the shadows of Portland, and with scarcely an 
intermission we dash on to Farmington, where supper and a stage await us. Remember this is our first 
day. Already things have suffered a wonderful change. Forests have thickened by the way, while 
public buildings have diminished, till the school-house, church and hotel, those congeners of 
civilization, remain like landmarks on woodland border. We are seated by the side of genial "Uncle 
John Pickens,” who has held the "ribbons” for nearly two decades on this sequestered road. He has 
greeted us with a smile. But why is his conversation checked at times as though unseen hands were 
pressing brakes on the soul? He turns his head to tell us that since last autumn the cypress cast its 
unwelcome shade on the hearthstone, and the companion of his joys and sorrows has borne the best 
part of his heart beyond the mountain, stream, and highway. We leave him for a moment to his 
thoughts, inwardly rejoicing that the death-march of the good leads not into the grave but through it 
into the "home of the soul.”
Kennebago
"Casting A Fly In Maine.” &c.
No. 2.
The ride from Farmington to Phillips is highly beautiful. Here, at night, our companion was 
taken ill, shaking from head to foot, giving occasion for most serious alarm. On consulting the 
doctor, we are told to hasten on by easy stages for the forest! By the kindness of the stage line, a single 
team awaits us at the door, into which, with tremblings, the parties are seated, and commence anew 
their journey. The charms of the picturesque scenery are unheeded. The benefit of a trip to these
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regions on one of the sons of Willimantic, last season, was not forgotten, but would the benefit be 
repeated? When reaching about half the distance to Rangeley, we leave the team tied by the roadside, 
and with rod in hand, we seek the stream amid an almost unbroken forest; where, a year ago, we 
passed the night alone, wet, cold, sick without fire-arms or food, under rain, and imaginary danger 
from wild beasts! In this murmuring stream, with its innumerable falls and pools, near the spot where 
that dread night was passed, we find an excellent specimen of staurotide, a mineral so named because 
it oft crystallizes in the form of a cross. Beautiful to think that in life’s darkest night and most 
threatening vicissitudes, a cross may be found — seal of divine care and future glory. Slowly we 
descended the stream, lifting scores of eager trout from dashing waters, but our eyes too often turned 
toward our sickly comrade, to find much enjoyment amid the most charming scenery. At first he wet 
his line, for a score or two of the tempting beauties; then reeled up, and drew himself along from 
point to point, resting after each few feet. The distance to be travelled on foot was three long miles. 
After a time, both poles were hookless, and the only thing thought of was the covered house in the 
distance. When, at last, the house was reached, we sank into a mow of hay, and thought of the 
uncertainties of the doctor’s prescription. But the morrow found the sick better, and only one or two 
days more are needed, under the kind treatment of "mine host,” to furnish the strength needed to 
prosecute the journey. During this period, hundreds of trout have explored a green basket, and 
returning health has rekindled our ardor for the unbroken forest, and the peerless Kennebago.
Kennebago
No. 3.
In our last letter, we left the reader at Madrid, a small village lying between Phillips and 
Rangeley. Here our companion rallied from incipient fever, and hundreds of brook trout had 
rewarded our growing enthusiasm and estimate on foresting in Maine. With grateful recollections of 
the beauties of its scenery, the salubrity of its forests and atmosphere, the kindness o f mine host, who 
neglected nothing to make our stay both pleasant and beneficial, we resumed the journey by stage, 
and after a 'square meal’ at the Green Vale House, we reached Rangeley early in the afternoon, and 
prepared for our visit to Comanche, a lake near the direct path to Kennebago.
The following morning, "sacking” our food and clothing, of which we took as little as 
possible, under the escort of Mr. Haines, we started for the lake. The journey, for the most part, lay 
through the unbroken woodlands, in which roamed at pleasure the bear, deer, wild cat, and even 
moose. Of the latter few remain, but the lake is said to be frequented by deer and bear. Seven miles 
(Maine miles, I mean,) through valleys and over mountains, and we rest in an old camp built of bark, 
by our first party in 1870.
The camp had been crushed by the deep snows of last winter, but many of the barks were still 
good, and before night a comfortable lodging was prepared. Boughs were cut from the balm tree, and 
couches prepared that may have equalled, if they did not surpass, those in primitive Eden.
Even the first day, the rods refused to lie unused, and at nightfall a score o f trout furnished a 
slight check to our unbridled appetites. Begirt by dark forests that cast their solemn shadows over 
our rude dwelling, we kindled our evening fires from a bountiful supply of unclaimed timber, and 
the flames, with fitful glare and sparkle, shot their light far around into the contending darkness. 
How sweet the rest, as, with the 'eye of day’ our eyes closed on the weird surroundings. No rattling 
wagons, no screaming whistles, no pedlars, nor agents, not a human footstep nor voice — a little 
too still to sleep well. Perhaps it was not far from midnight when a strong sound fell on the awful 
quiet of the peace. It was hardly the hoot owl, nor the wild note of Northern loon, nor the bark of a 
stealthy fox. Nearer and nearer it appeared to come. Somehow, our hair appeared to be charged with 
an unusual amount of electricity about this time, and the eyelids refused to shut over such music.
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The heart was a little choked, and the hand involuntarily rested on the sidearms. Besides, the guide 
had returned to the hotel, and we were alone in one of the favorite haunts of wild animals. Whatever 
it may have been, it came within a few rods of the camp, where the blazing fire cast its friendly and 
adequate wing over us. On rehearsing the matter to our subsequent guide, he at once decided that Sir 
Bruin made us the aforesaid visit, but intimated that our fears or rather interest over the stranger 
were utterly unwarranted. But his advice, though agreeable, come rather late, like medicine at a 
funeral.
So rapidly had our companion recovered, that the following day we decamped for the 
peerless Kennebago. The diminishing stock of goods and stores were repacked, and the toilsome 
march undertaken. As the route has been given in previous years, we forego the steep ascent, the 
gulleys, John’s Pond, and at last the glorious sheen o f that silver lake — Great Kennebago. Here a 
log cabin awaited us, near the outlet of the lake, and after refreshments and rest, we resolved to reach 
Little Kennebago that evening. A short distance below the camp, on the Kennebago River, the stream 
for Little Kennebago joins its waters, so that the most of the way we were compelled to row against 
the current. The day was far advanced; our hands sore and fatigued; hopes often deferred, as, partly 
rowing, partly poling, partly dragging, over rocks and through meandering rapids, our cedar boat 
floated on the lily-fringed lake, the paradise of American troutmen. A few beauties were needed for 
the night and soon the "red ibis” entices their eager lips to the surface and the boat, till our largest 
wants are conclusively improvised. Then reeling the lines, we hasten over the unruffled face of this 
quen-naiad of northern lakes, pass the margin of lilies, the parasols of the spotted beauties below, 
rest the weary boat on the friendly shore, and within a pattern log-camp, we lay our head on God and 
boughs, as many a worthy fisherman has done who has gone this way before us.
Kennebago.
No. 4.
Little Kennebago is about one mile in length. Shading it on both sides, the balm tree, or fir 
tree, perfectly erect and symmetrical, seems to form with its thickly-set bough, variegated by cedar, 
spruce and yellow birch, a finished garland for this queen of waters. Along the entire shore with little 
exception, grows the lily, where, during the most torrid season of summer, when trouting is useless 
in most streams and lakes, uncounted numbers of the genuine brook trout, stand ever ready to seize 
the luckless fly, or the deceitful steel. At this time we seldom take them weighing over three pounds, 
but as autumn advances, some are taken nearly twice as large. For beauty, flavor and richness, 
probably the world can furnish no superior. Their numbers are best judged by the fact that a party of 
three whom we sent ahead of us this year, took about two hundred and fifty, that must have averaged 
nearly a pound apiece, in part of a single day, and yet, when we reached the favorite grounds, the 
waters were alive with the eager trout. No other fish troubles the fisherman, the small minnow alone 
sharing the occupancy of the transparent depths, and he only to supplement the supplies of the 
rapacious masters.
The first day after our arrival, your correspondent took three score of as fine trout as 
commonly falls to the lot of fishermen this side of California or the Rocky Mountains. This was by 
no means an unusual catch, rather below than above the common "pile.” The surplus above our 
wants were pickled.
The question of preserving trout has always evaded an easy solution. However, for the last 
two years, two modes have been invariably successful. First, in salt: as soon after death as possible 
evisecrate the trout, and either keep them wholly dry, or put them in very cold water. The latter 
seems best, if the temperature of the water can be kept low. This for the dry: at night wash them
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thoroughly, and partially salt them without water. This brine that forms removes the remaining 
blood. In the morning pack in salt. To prepare them for cooking, soak them from twenty-four to 
forty-eight hours, when they are ready for broiling or boiling. A good judge of edibles pronounced 
some prepared in this way the best he had ever eaten. Our choice, nevertheless, lies with fresh trout, 
fried, soon after capture, in salt pork. The former mode of preserving trout is easy of execution, and 
practicable in our wildest journeyings.
A second mode which we successfully practiced this season, is to boil trout weighing from 
one-half pound to a pound, in vinegar and allspice, and then pack in vinegar and cloves.
Over a hundred pounds were safely landed at Martha’s Vineyard, in the best preservation.
Perhaps we cannot close this letter better, than by relating our last day’s fishing with our 
companion ere he was compelled to return home. Leaving the forest, we had reached the hotel at 
Rangeley, where we were discussing the possibility of taking some trout from adjacent streams or 
lakes, and carrying them fresh to our domicile. A quiet boy, sitting on the steps, remarked that he 
knew where there were "more than two bushels.” In further conversation, he evinced a knowledge of 
what he was talking about, and in a very quiet manner, we engaged him to guide us the following day. 
Early next morning he awaited the word to start, a useless pistol dangling from his side, and a look of 
wisdom in his eye. On the way we passed old guides, who more than intimated that we were on a 
"wild goose chase.” Still trusting to "our man” we went on, till past the last house that lay on the 
borders of a "logging road” then plunging by this path into wild forest, we halted at last where a cold 
spring debouched into a sluggish stream of considerable width. Hastily casting our line into the 
junction of the streamlet, judge our unrelatable delight, as, within a length of eight rods, we landed 
three hundred and eighty (?) trout! It was all we wanted and more than we could carry. Mr. Murray 
may well say that "so far as trouting is concerned, Maine is superior to the Adirondacs.”
Kennebago
No. 5.
Our companion is compelled to return, but before he leaves, he inquires the price of a new 
house and is informed that $400 will build at Rangeley a comfortable residence, plastered and ready 
for service. Rent for the "season” would command from three to four dollars per month. Board at 
the "Rangeley House” is about one dollar per day. Good board can be obtained at private houses for 
five dollars per week.
We have thus far spoken of the trip made with a single companion, a brother, but without 
entering minutely into our experience, we feel compelled to allude to a second trip made 
immediately upon his return. Coming out as far as Greenvale, we met by arrangement, a party of 
four, one from Boston, one from Fall River, and two from Providence. All were in high praise of the 
trip save one. I see him now. Encumbered by a heavy gun and a large supply of ammunition; looking 
in vain for a deer to cross his path; toiling over the mountains; asking every now and then "how far is 
it to camp,” "hold on boys, let us rest.” Satisfied with one good day’s fishing; getting enough of 
forest fare within twelve hours after arrival; is willing to exchange his bough bed for feathers by 
twelve o ’clock the first night; occupies most of his spare time with lectures on black flies, mosquitoes 
and minges, while not occupied in examining the same; asking from three to twelve times a day, how 
long before we leave this howling wilderness; and finally vowing in secret, if ever he lived to reach 
once more his comfortable home, never to be seen in such a place again.
On this trip, more than before, trout responded to our invitations, until "Thirteen Hundred”
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and over, were carefully filed on our record. Does all this savour of cruelty? Many a time we have 
asked ourselves the same question, and ever as we recall the cannibalism by which thousands of the 
young fry annually fall victims to ancestral jaws, in the law of supply and demand, mercy to the 
young invites us to undertake for the helpless, and anglers rod at Kennebago, the synonym for 
berghlism and humanity.
If you go to Kennebago another season, suffer a word of advice. Reduce your baggage to the 
least possible dimensions. Take nothing but woolens, even to hose. Buy one yard square of fine- 
meshed crinoline, and a band of elastic to tie it over your head at night. As flies for July and August, 
take only red ibis, blue jay and white miller. Avoid large parties, never over six; better if not more 
than three. Do not think of going unless you can stay at least two weeks from starting. Make all 
arrangements before starting even to your guides and transportation to the lake, and remember that 
in this imperfect world nothing worth the enjoying is found that does not cost some sacrifice. Then, 
taking a heart forgiven of sin, and your most intimate friends, and a good rod, may you learn the 
sentiment of the poet:
"Oh shining Kennebago,
How I love thy silver streams,
When sun-rays on the quiver, 
Catching all the rainbows gleam,
My heart with thee discourseth 
As my feet thy torrents lave;
And my very soul rejoiceth 
In the music of thy wave.
I would thy soft voice murmur 
Past the turf that wraps my grave,
For I feel my rest were calmer 
Near the music of thy wave.”
END
E.F. Clark 
Hes De Germa
1909
The fish in the inland water of the state, from a commercial standpoint, are worth to the 
people o f the state much more than its big game. It would seem to be a part of wisdom for our people 
to cater to this business — to try and keep it and increase its volume. In no way can this be done so 
effectually, so surely, as to keep up a good supply of fish in our waters and this latter can only be done 
through the operation of fish hatcheries and feeding stations. For every dollar appropriated by the 
legislature to carry on the work of raising fish more than $300 is expended by the tourists, among our 
people.
Licenses were issued during the year as follows: to registered guides, 2,096; to non-resident 
guides, 23; to sporting camp proprietors, 130; taxidermists, 13; to hunters and trappers of fur 
bearing animals, 200; to dealers in skins of wild animals, 80.
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Grant’s Kennebago Camps
An Optimistic Note for the Resort Future
Article by Judith Hunger and published in the August 1 1 , 1978  issue of the 'Rangeley Highlander. ’
Over the years most of Rangeley’s old, time honored and established resorts have suffered 
severe fires. It is a fact of life in this remote area where fire protection is a volunteer effort, often with 
equipment centered miles away. Some fires have signaled the end of the business, some have 
occurred after the business had already closed its doors to the public. In the recent past none have 
rebuilt — the investment would have been too costly to recoup physical losses with the income that 
new structures could be expected to produce.
What, then, in the summer of 1977, prompted the owners o f Grant’s Kennebago Camps to 
sustain a major loss through fire and make the decision to start again, to rebuild and look toward a 
profitable future? Does the optimism at Grant’s augur well for the future of the Rangeley Region as a 
whole? Can the region’s hostelries and resorts learn a lesson from the long and rocky road that has led 
from Grant’s turn of the century origin to its present day growth and success on Kennebago Lake? 
What are the physical and philosophical characteristics that have been handed down from owner to 
owner, from management to management, that leave this retreat for fishermen and families so 
basically the same in 1978 as it was in 1900?
Ed Grant and Son’s Public Camps at the foot of "Big” Kennebago Lake circa 1916.
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The approach to Grant’s Camps and 
that end of Kennebago Lake is still by a long, 
dirt road. Today, as in the past, it is the 
isolation of the camps that is part of the 
attraction. A famed corduroy road was used 
to prevent being mired in the mud when 
anxious early spring fishermen must get out on 
the lake immediately after ice-out. The railroad 
at Kennebago — end of the line, straight 
through from New York and Boston. And 
Grant’s was a destination: its location was 
shown on maps, it had its own post office.
According to his great-granddaughter, 
Lillian Grant Morey, Ed Grant first built the 
camps at Kennebago Lake Club, then went on 
to Beaver Pond (the camps today are part of the Megantic Club) and rounded out his achievements 
at Grant’s. Why did he remain there we wonder?
Was this location Ed Grant’s favorite? What fun he, poet and spinner of tall tales, must have 
had if he named all the camps. Consider: Ready, Max and Meredith (twin sons of Will Grant), 
Kentuck, Kunnin, Sunshine, Harmony, West End, Mandalay, Landlock, Royal Blue, Jack, Hut, 
Woodside, Pastureage and Clark (named for Helen Clark, whose husband John ran the steamboat 
on Rangeley Lake and the one-car trolley to Kennebago.)
Approximately one-half of the original camps burned last summer, and they and the 
community buildings have been constructed to retain the style o f the old Grant’s. Amenities such as 
electric heat and hot water have modernized the structures. "Bart” Keep and Alan Wilbur, electrical 
and plumbing contractors respectively, have provided the 1978 skilled workmanship necessary to 
insure updated comfort for the guest.
But the camps do not sell because they are comfortable. The history of the resort has been an
Ed Grant rocking granddaughter Barbara Grant on the 
porch, c. 1916
An early shot of Grant’s, com­
plete with porch rockers, which 
must have seen lots of mileage 
over the years. When the fishing 
was slack, the musicians and the 
view provided the evening’s 
entertainment.
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up and down struggle. Will Grant, son of Ed Grant, lost family control during the Depression, and 
some ten years ago when the current ownership began, the property was in a sorry state.
Under the management of Skeet and Jo Davenport, this business has grown some 500% in a 
decade. And what does the business sell? Basically, good food, excellent service and attention to the 
guests’ comfort, and the best fishing in the Rangeley Region at the doorstep. Some 95% of Grant’s 
clientele, according to Skeet Davenport, are fly fishermen, fly fishing couples, fly fishing families. 
And 85% of that number are sport fishermen, releasing their catch to help insure a strike or two for 
the next sport on the lake.
With this in mind, Grant’s advertises extensively in terms of Rangeley dollars, but intensively 
in placement of advertising. The ads go directly to fly fishermen through the magazines that are 
geared solely to that audience.
So the new Grant’s is really very, very much like the old. The 1978 guest may arrive by car, 
come into town to purchase sporting goods and gifts, use the local flying service to reach the best 
remote spots for fishing — he may even consider a permanent second home in the Rangeley Region 
— in other words, he leaves his travel/vacation dollar spread around a bit more than before. But 
basically, he still comes, as did the sport in 1900, to arise early, walk from his camp to the shore, 
climb into a Rangeley boat and set off for some of the best fishing he’s probably ever encountered.
This photo of Ed Grant appears to have been taken in front of "No. 1,” the first camp Grant built at the west end of 
the lake. The cabin is still standing and is owned by the Swan family. Although undated, the photograph suggests 
Grant is elderly and his cabin, too, seems as weathered as its builder, who died in 1919
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Governor Percival 3axter visited Grants at some time during his administration. Shown here (left to right) are 
the governor’s secretary, Daniel Field, Rupert Baxter, the governor, "Tricksy,”  the cat, William D. Grant (Ed’s 
son), and Wil’s wife Lena Grant. This governor, who gave the state Baxter State Park, was a pioneer in the 
conservation movement.
Hunting season, Grant’s Camps, 1911
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Four photos at Grant’s Camps of the hurricane damage o f September 21, 1938. Although no boats were lost at 
Grant’s this hurricane was one o f the most devastating to sweep through this area in this century.
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Bringing the cows to camp
Heavy buckboard in back of Grant’s Camps
Lynwood Bisbee at the wheel of the 
old International truck that transport­
ed guests and luggage from the rail­
road station to Grant’s Camps.
View from Grant’s Camps over double- 
ender Rangeley boats.
The Hunky Dory was purchased from 
Arthur Hasson of Camp No. 2 for use 
at Grant’s Camps in the 1930’s. The 
remains of this boat are still at the 
Wigton’s loading dock on the Grant 
road.
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Camp "N o. 4” probably was the most notable of the four camps built by Ed Grant as out-camps. It was also known 
as Camp "Kishacoquillas.”
In a letter o f November 4, 1916, to Emlyn M. Gill, Esq., o f New York, N, Y., Charles Zibeon Southard, owner o f 
camp number four at that time, writes the following: This fall while in camp it was my good fortune to entertain the 
Official Photographer of the Boston and Maine Railroad and I am sending you by express a sample of the results 
accomplished during his visit. It all came about in an odd way. Mr. E. S. Jones, for that is the name of the gentleman, 
came to Kennebago to get some photographs of the Public Camps and the lakes for a lecture he is to give this winter 
through the Middle West in the interest o f the railroad. When he arrived neither o f the Public Camps had even a cot 
to give him; so I saved the day for the camps and invited him to be my guest while he was in Kennebago: this he did 
and I found him a most enjoyable companion although no angler. Fishing was poor indeed at this time, so my guides, 
my guests and your humble servant gave one Jones the time o f his life. We worked the Kennebago Stream, "Little” 
Kennebago Lake, "Big” Kennebago Lake and Camp "Kishacoquillas” early and late but I must confess not near as 
much as the "official photographer” wished, although I certainly felt that modesty compelled me to call a halt. Ten 
days ago I received a very handsome album of all the photographs as a memento, as Jones said, "o f  the most 
wonderful and delightful time I have ever had in the open.” Naturally I was pleased.
AOmm courtesy of William Wigton of "Forestholme”
Another view of Camp "Kishacoquillas” Telling about the "big” trout that got 
away. Charles Z. Southard and party at 
Camp N. 4
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Camp Charter: June 18, 1901. Original painting was done on birch bark
Camp No- 2 was also known as Camp Skenosus
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The Kennebago Hotel Company’s "Home Camp” at the head of Big Kennebago Lake.
Henry Couture was the first gatekeeper 
for the Kennebago Lake Camp Owners’ 
Association.
A little "social game” in the evening.
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Tribesmen of the Kennebago Tribe and Friends:
Another year has rolled around and again we find 
ourselves here at the last resting place of Edward Grant, 
Honorary Tribesman, Chief Sitting Bull of the Kenne­
bago Tribe.
We meet today to honor him and to pay to his 
memory the loving respect which real friends and faith­
ful Tribesmen, who were his companions in life, feel and 
consider it a privilege to pay.
The sorrow which was in our hearts, when last we 
assembled here, has been lessened in a measure and 
while we still mourn and regret our Chiefs passing on 
we can more clearly realize that the Great Spirit, through 
time, has enabled all of us to understand that although 
death is inevitable, saddened hearts are comforted as 
the days come and go without in the least affecting our 
memory of and our love for the departed.
Our assembling here this year is not in sorrow, but 
rather is it in a spirit of thankfulness that our Chief has 
been at rest for nearly two years, free from the pain
and suffering which might have been his had he lived 
to number his years more than four score.
The Tribesmen have much for which to be grateful 
because it was their good fortune to be associated with 
such a nature as Edward Grant’s and their companion­
ship with him, although not realized at the time, has 
made all of them better men and more tolerant of the 
short-comings in others on account of his influence, which 
was absorbed rather than brought home to them by. word 
of mouth.
Edward Grant, Chief Sitting Bull, was a man of 
good thoughts and deeds, not merely spoken words, and 
for that reason his precepts are more deeply imbedded 
in our hearts. Knowing him as I did, intimately for 
many years, I believe that our feelings today of thank­
fulness, happiness and pleasure because he is quietly 
resting here would be more gratifying to him, if he knew, 
than for him to think of us with hearts filled with sorrow 
and sadness on account of his passing on.
----- «® »------
During the latter part of last year—1920—two of 
the Tribesmen were called by the Great Spirit to join our 
departed Chief Sitting Bull, on the farther shore of the 
Mystic River.
These Tribesmen were Chief Thunder Cloud and 
Chief Sleeping Bear. It is most befitting, at this time, 
that we honor their memory, especially as it was and is 
not feasible for the Tribesmen to gather together at their 
last resting place and there pay to them the homage and 
devotion which we feel.
— ■ — — ■—
The first of the two Tribesmen to receive the call 
from the Great Spirit was Tribesman Durward Milton 
Hyde of Johnstown, Penn., Chief Thunder Cloud, and it 
came on Tuesday, November 30, 1920, after an illness 
of several months.
Tribesman Hyde was one of the Charter Members 
of the Kennebago Tribe and he was the first of the orig­
inal ten to come to the end of life’s long journey. His 
loss to both the Kennebago Tribe and the Tribesmen is 
immeasurable.
His was a remarkable nature in many ways and the 
good he did during his life, for those in want and less 
fortunate than he, will never be fully known. He was a 
“ Man of action not of words” when it came to doing the 
right and noble thing for mankind.
He was greatly beloved by all of his brother Tribes­
men and his absence from the Council Circle and the 
other events of the Kennebago Tribe will be sincerely 
mourned for all time.
Long will his memory remain fresh in the hearts of 
all who had the privilege of knowing him and to those 
who knew him, as did the Kennebago Chiefs, his mem­
ory will never die.
If the motto of the Kennebago Tribe, “Always faith­
ful and Always Ready,” applied to one Chief more than 
to another it was to Chief Thunder Cloud, Tribesman 
Durward Milton Hyde.
— ----------■ *»»------
The second Tribesman, last year, to bid the long 
farewell to all of his brother Tribesmen and follow Chief 
Sitting Bull and Chief Thunder Cloud across the Mystic 
River was Tribesman Harry Elisha Converse, who 
“ slipped his moorings and sailed away” on Thursday,
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December 8, 1920.
Tribesman Converse was not one of the Charter 
Members of the Kennebago Tribe, but he was the first 
Paleface to be admitted to membership, which was on 
September 4, 1918, at the Home Lodge on the shore of 
Big Kennebago Lake.
Tribesman Converse, Chief Sleeping Bear, was an 
unusual man, with a heart many times greater than that of 
most men, and his interest in the Kennebago Tribe and 
his affection for his brother Tribesmen was real and 
sincere.
This Tribesman of ours, although blessed abundantly 
with this world’s goods, was a modest, lovable man and 
one who was always doing some kindly act and planning 
for the happiness of others.
Many were they who were recipients of his generous 
nature and loving thoughtfulness and his manner of be­
stowing kindnesses upon friends and others was so nicely 
done that the receivers of them never failed to appreciate 
his underlying motive of friendliness. The world has 
far too few such men as Tribesman Converse.
This distinctive trait was forcibly brought home to 
all the Tribesmen from the moment he became a member 
of the Kennebago Tribe.
It was especially realized when Chief Sleeping Bear 
invited the Tribesmen to come to his beautiful home, 
“The Moorings,” at Marion, on Buzzard’s Bay, for the 
Annual Dinner of 1920, and to make it a week end party 
not merely a dinner event. The Tribesmen who had the 
good fortune to be present will never forget it for they 
then understood what a wonderfully lovable and sincere 
nature was that of Chief Sleeping Bear.
He loved to make people happy and he will be 
deeply mourned by his many friends and his brother 
Tribesmen until they are all called to join him by the 
Great Spirit
We all realize that sooner or later each of us will be 
called upon by the Great Spirit to follow our departed 
comrades and no words seem to me to better express our 
higher thought of that time than these beautiful verses 
with which the Tribesmen are familiar. I will read them.
Sometime at eve, when the tide is low,
I shall slip my moorings and sail away,
With no response to the friendly hail 
Of kindred craft in the busy bay;
In the silent hush of the twilight pale,
When the night stoops down to embrace the day 
And the voices call in the water flow,
Sometime at eve, when the tide is low,
I shall slip my moorings and sail away.
Through the purple shadows that darkly trail, 
O’er the ebbing tide of the unknown sea,
I shall fare me away with a dip of the sail, 
And a ripple of water to tell the tale 
Of a lonely voyager sailing away,
To mystic isles where at anchor lay
The crafts of those who have sailed before
O’er the unknown sea to the unknown shore.
A few who have watched me sail away 
Will miss my craft from the busy bay,
Some friendly barks that were anchored near,
Some loving souls, that my heart held dear,
In silent sorrow' will drop a tear;
But I shall have peacefully furled my sail 
In moorings sheltered from storm and gale,
And greeted the friends who have gone before 
O’er the unknown sea, to the unknown shore.
Tribesmen and friends, I do not wish to moralize 
about the future so I am going to give you a thought for 
consideration, when you are contemplative, in the words 
of that justly noted man and writer, Dr. Henry Van Dyke, 
who says:—
“ Courage is a virtue that the young cannot spare; 
to lose it is to grow old before the time; it is better to 
make a thousand mistakes and suffer a thousand reverses 
than to refuse the battle. Resignation is the final cour­
age of old age ; it arrives in its own season; and it is a 
good day when it comes to us.”
“Then there are no more disappointments; for we 
have learned that it is even better to desire the things 
we have than to have the things that we desire.”
“And is not the best of all our hopes—the hope of 
immortality—always before us? How can we be dull or 
heavy while we have that new experience to look for­
ward to? It will be the most joyful of all our travels and 
adventures. It will bring us our best acquaintances and 
friendships. But there is only one way to get ready for 
immortality, and that is to love this life, and live it 
bravely and cheerfully and faithfully as we can.”
Now in heartfelt tenderness and deepest respect for 
the three Chiefs who have gone before us to the happy 
hunting ground, let each Tribesman in turn, place a 
cluster of three flowers at the head of the last resting 
place of Tribesman Edward Grant.
One flower for Chief Sitting Bull, one flower for 
Chief Thunder Cloud and one flower for Chief Sleeping 
Bear.
In the name of our absent Chiefs the Big Chief will 
now place a cluster of flowers for each of them in loving 
memory of our departed brothers.
One cluster for,
Chief Swift Dog, Tribesman Hooker 
Chief Spotted Horse, Tribesman Bickmore 
Chief Little Bear, Tribesman Kress 
Chief Little Bird, Tribesman Yingling 
Chief Wolf Robe, Tribesman Hunter 
Chief High Bear, Tribesman Roche 
Chief Red Cloud, Tribesman Wayne 
Chief Kicking Bear, Tribesman Benson
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TRIBESM EN OF THE 
KENNEBAGO TRIBE
0 0
1917. Charles Zibeon Southard, of Groton, Massachusetts.
1917. John W . Cook, of Johnstown, Pennsylvania.
1917. George Fiig, Jr., of Johnstown, Pennsylvania.
1917. Dr. Fred C. Kress, of Johnstown, Pennsylvania. 
1917. Dr. D. L. Yingling, of Johnstown, Pennsylvani.a. 
1917. John B. Hunter, of Hollidaysburg, Pennsylvania. 
1917. Andrew F. Van Thun, Jr., of Brooklyn, New York. 
1917. Henry K. Hooker, of Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts.
1917. Frank L. Bickmore, of Brooklyn, New York.
1918. Herbert Leon Welch, of Haines Landing, Maine.
1918. James T. Roche, of Fairfield, Connecticut.
1919. Theodore De Witt, of New York City, New York.
1919. Richard Wayne, of Santa Barbara, California.
1919. Leslie E. Latham, of New York City, New York.
1919. Edward M. Benson, of Boston, Massachusetts.
1921. Dr. Charles R. Draper, of Medford, Massachusetts.
The Wigwam at Little Kennebago Lake was used as a picnic area for the Kennebago Tribe. They pow-wowed every 
August with roast pig as the menu.
50
1917. Edward Grant, of Kennebago, Me. Died Oct. 
10, 1919.
1917. Durward M. Hyde, of Johnstown, Pa. Died
Nov. 30, 1920.
1918. Harry E. Converse, of Marion, Mass. Died
Dec. 8, 1920.
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“ Honorary Tribesman”
Chief Sitting But! of the Kennebago Tribe
»orn
Whitefield, Maine 
April 7, 1839
Q
Srntf[or
"Sribrsmrti”
John W. Cook 
Richard Wayne 
Jam es T. Roche 
Theodore DeWitt 
Leslie E. Latham 
Durward M. Hyde 
Harry E. Converse 
Andrew F. Van Thun, Jr .
Burial
Rangeley, Maine, October 13, 1919 
Services held at Union Church, 2 P. M. 
Interment in Rangeley Cemetery
Dicb
Kennebago, Maine 
October 10, 1919
Srntl[or
“ (HribpBmpu”
D. L. Yingling 
Fred. C . Kress 
George Fiig, Jr .
John B. Hunter 
Henry K. Hooker 
Frank L. Bickmore 
Herbert Leon Welch 
Charles Zibeon Southard
To each of his “ Tribesmen ” , Big Chief Zibeon sends this message in 
tribute to the memory of our beloved brother, ED W ARD  G RA N T, the first 
and last "H onorary Tribesman”  of the Kennebago Tribe of Angler-Sportsmen.
Oar departed brother, EDWARD GRANT, w as called by the 
“ Great Spirit”  to his last resting place on Friday evening, October 
10, 1919, just as the early twilight was creeping on and fading into 
nightlight; and his journey across the Mystic River w as as gradual, 
peaceful and without pain as the approaching end of a beautiful 
flower when the Autumn leaves are falling.
To all the “Tribesm en”  of the Kennebago Tribe he w as a 
close and devoted friend and to those who knew him best, and for 
many years, his friendship, his kindly thought toward all mankind 
and his gentle w ays meant more than mere words can ever express.
Let us, who loved him so well and enjoyed his companionship 
so much, think of him only as asleep and peacefully resting after 
his eighty years of worldly cares with their attendant worries.
While it is true that in the days to come he will be with us 
only in spirit at our Council and Pow Wow meetings, his link in the 
endless chain of the Tribe shall remain intact and upon his chair in 
the Circle shall be placed his blanket, head dress and peace pipe to 
stand as silent reminders of his guiding wisdom and his precepts, 
which will be cherished and followed as long as the Kennebago 
Tribe exists.
Our “  Honorary Tribesm an"— Uncle Ed Grant— as the "Tribes­
m en” delighted in calling him, was more than an ordinary man.
He was one of "Nature’s Noblemen”  as all his actions 
throughout his life of four score years bear a modest yet potent 
and convincing proof.
No member of the Kennebago Tribe met so fully its ideals, in 
that men should be big hearted, Nature loving, tolerant, unselfish 
and companionable.
And now that this grand old man is at rest, free from all 
turmoil and strife, the hearts of his “ Tribesmen”  and friends should 
be glad that his life was spared so long, although they mourn their
own loss in his passing on.
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Grant’s Tam e Trout
The sage of Beaver Camp sat sunning himself on the bench beside the cook camp, the bench 
so widely known as the scene of countless weary hours of that perpetual toiler. He seemed to be 
smoking an old black pipe, where as he was only dropping matches into its empty bowl at intervals of 
three minutes, agreeable to the terms of his contract with the American Match trust.
As he so sat and pondered, the write at that time a recent arrival, approached and said: "Mr. 
Grant, I wish you would give me the true history of your wonderful success in taming a trout. I have 
heard of it in all parts of the world but I have always longed to hear the story direct from 
headquarters.”
"Well, it really ain’t so much of a story,” replied the famous chronicler. "It was this way: 
Nine year ago the eleventh day of last June, I was fishin’ out there in the pads, and right under that 
third yaller leaf to the right of the channel - yes, that one with the rip in it - 1 ketched a trout ’bout six 
inches long. I never see a more intelligent lookin’ little feller - high forehead, smooth face, round 
dimpled chin, and a most uncommon bright, somewhat slow (I’m naturally quite a slow walker, 
some folks think) he could follow me right good all around the clearin’, but sometimes his fins did 
get ketched up in the brush jest a mite and I had to go back and swamp out a little trail for him; bein’ a 
trout, of course he could easily follow a spotted line.
"Well, as time went on, he got to follerin’ me most everywhere and hardly ever lost sight of 
me, and me and him was great friends, sure enough.
"Near about sundown one evening, I went out to the spring back of the camp, same one as 
you cross goin’ to Little Island, to get some butter out of a pail, and, of course, he comes trottin’ 
along behind. There was no wind that night, I remember, and I could hear his poor little fins a-raspin’ 
on the chips where we’d been gettin’ out splits in the cedar swamp. Well, sir, he follered me close up 
and came out onto the logs across the brook and jest as I was a-stoopin’ down over the pail I heard a 
kee-plunk! behind me and Gorry if he hadn’t slipped through a chink between them logs and he was 
drownded before my very eyes before I could reach him, so he was.” Here a tear started from the 
good old man’s eye on a very dusty trip down his time stained cheek.
"O f course I was terrible cut up at first - 1 couldn’t do a stroke of work for three weeks - but I 
got to think in’ that as it was cornin’ on cold (it was late in November then) and snow would soon be 
here and he, poor little cuss, wasn’t rugged enough for snowshoein’ and he couldn’t foller me a-foot 
all winter no how, and as he couldn’t live without me, mebby it was just as well after all he was took 
off that way. Do you know, Mister, some folks around here don’t believe a word of this, but if you’ll 
come down to the spring with me right now, I’ll show you the very identical chink he dropped 
through that night, so I will. I’ve never allowed anyone to move it. No sir! nor I never will.”
Narrated by
Ed Grant of Beaver Pond, Maine 
Chronicled by
Francis 1. Maule of Philadelphia
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Railroad &  Transportation
Maine Central Railroad locomotive 
No. 384 built by Lima in 1923 as a 4- 
6-0. Shown leaving Kennebago 
Station, southbound, for New York 
via Portland, c. 1930
THE R A ILR O A D  TO  K EN N EBA G O
Around 1902 the turntable at Bemis was moved and relocated at Oquossoc. For eight or ten 
years the facilities at Oquossoc were the northernmost point of rail, but during that time the 
management still dreamed of extending the track another thirty miles or so to Canada.
At that time the Corporation involved was the Rangeley Lakes and Megantic Railroad 
Company, a subsidiary of Maine Central Railroad. The track had been extended a couple miles 
northerly to Kennebago Farm, but it was in January of 1912 when the Rangeley Lakes and Megantic 
Company requested the Commissioner for rights to construct, equip and maintain tracks from a 
point near Oquossoc, meeting there the existing rails of the Rumford Falls and Rangeley Lakes 
Railroad iron, heading northerly through Township 4 Range 3, Township 3 Range 3, Township 3 
Range 4, Township 3 Range 5, and Township 3 Range 6 . At that point, it would have connected to a 
roadway owned by the Indian River Railway Company near the northern boundary line of the State 
of Maine. The petition also requested rights to operate over said roadbed. This petition was granted 
and approved on February 20, 1912.
It is reasonable to assume that it took no more than a year or so to lay the tracks to 
Kennebago, making 1913 the probable date of service there. The following year, 1914, Maine 
Central Railroad purchased the roadbed and equipment from the Rangeley Lakes and Megantic 
Railroad Company.
Information from 1912-13-14 Railroad Commissioner Report on file at Maine State Library.
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Two views of Kennebago station, looking north to "End o f Iron." Top picture shows truck used to transport 
passengers and baggage from the train to Grant’s Camps, and a Model T Ford truck, c. 1930’s
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This corner was the hub of the railroad community
IN T R O D U C T IO N  TO  K EN N EBA G O
Railroad Approach After 1910
The physical characteristics of the land from Oquossoc on toward Kennebago are not as 
spectacular as coming up over the ten degree area and down into the Bemis settlement. The track 
makes a pretty straight approach to Kennebago after it leaves Oquossoc. Shortly after crossing the 
Wilson’s Mills road it runs along quite evenly on a slight grade. The Kennebago River twists around, 
and just before Kamankeag Brook the river and railroad track meet and continue along pretty much 
the same route all the remaining distance to the Power Dam, and eventually to the End of Iron at 
elevation 1790 feet. During the eight or nine mile run from Oquossoc, the grade level has been from 
1478 feet to 1790 feet, or a rise of 312 feet.
On the left we have passed by Cloutman’s Ridge at 1740 feet, gone by Daddy’s Ridge at 2385 
feet, then wandered through some relatively flat terrain. Off ahead to our left, West Kennebago 
Mountain broods over the whole area, 3705 feet high at the point where the Fire Tower stands.
For a little while we have been in Oxford County, but close to where the outlet to John’s Pond 
empties into the river, we return back to Franklin County for the rest of the trip. The first sign of any 
settlement at all is the great view of the lower dam, to our left. It is a fair-sized gorge below the dam 
and falls. Then on past the turntable and settlement to the End of Iron.
As the word spread throughout the land of the fabulous fishing to be found in and around the 
Kennebago area, sports began flocking to Kennebago Lake. Access was easy and the railroad 
upgraded its service to handle the more demanding sports. Parlor cars and Pullman service became a 
daily fact of life. A letter received from an older gentleman, Dan Cronin, of Stockholm, Maine, gives 
a little insight into this mode of travel:
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My main interest in railroading was the operation of Pullman service, so where Pullman 
cars operated, I rode for most of my life.
As you know, Pullman service on the Rumford branch included Sleeping cars from 
Washington to Oquossoc, New York to Oquossoc, and Parlor cars twice a day from 
Boston to Kennebago. In the Maine Central Circular, "Parlor Sc Sleeping Car Service, 
Assignment o f Spaces,” dated June 27, 1921, it is interesting to note how much parlor car 
space was assigned to the various small stations on the northern end of the branch. For the 
twenty-four seat, one drawing room Boston Parlor Car:
Kennebago Seats 16-18-19-20
Oquossoc Seats 8-10 to Portland
Rangeley (wharf) Seats 3-4-5-6-7-9 to Portland
Bemis Seats 11-12-13-14
Rumford Seats 15-17
The same seat assignments were used for the second daily parlor car.
One car left Kennebago for Boston at 12:20 P.M. weekdays and on Sundays at 2:40 
P.M.
The other car left Kennebago beginning June 27, 1921 daily, except Sunday at 6:35 
A.M.
Apparently, there was no sleeping car service in 1921. Sleeping car service for July 10, 
1934 listed a car:
Oquossoc to New York
Oquossoc to Washington on: "The Rangeley.”
Sleeping car service for the summer of 1935 had been cut back to:
Rumford to New York 
Rumford to Philadelphia.
The summer schedule for 1936 shows no dedicated sleepers to Rumford.
Sincerely,
Dan Cronin
The honeymoon era between the sporting camps and the railroad traffic did not last very 
long. After the boom years of the 1920’s came the big recession. The fortunes of the railroads 
suffered along with the rest of the country.
In the beginning, J.P. MacGregor of Rumford was involved in the contract for clearing and 
ballasting of the track from Oquossoc to Kennebago. The end came in the early forties when the 
country entered into World War II. The tracks were taken up and sold for scrap to enhance the war 
effort.
Alex Walker, probably a cook on the railroad. Photo taken in front of 
the railroad ststion looking south toward the turntable and sidings.
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The two photos on this page were taken from nearly the same spot, but years apart. The top photo shows a railroad 
camp, track and the turntable. Locomotives were backed onto the turntable, then turned around for their return 
trip. The bottom picture shows the auto road, built on the old rail bed, and the foundation of the turntable. West 
Kennebago Mountain in the background
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Train crew at Kennebago Station. 
Archie Dupill, night watchman and 
spare engineer, seated front row 
center. Train is "doubled-up,” using 
two locomotives
An advertising banner on Rumford 
Falls and Rangeley Lakes Railroad 
boxcar
Water tower for locomotives was near 
the railroad station
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SCHEDULES SHOWN ARE
“The Rangeley”
From WASHINGTON— NEW YORK — 
BOSTON — PORTLAND
TO
Oquossoc - - Kennebago
SC H E D U L E  of service Ja n e  ? 2  to September 13, inclusive.
REA D  DOWN READ UP
Lv. Washington..............Ar. (Daily)
“  Baltimore................... “
“  W. Philadelphia........ “  **
"  No. Philadelphia... . "  “
New York (Pen.Sta.) “
At. Portland..................... Lv. (Daily)
Lv. New York (G.C.T.) .Ar. (Daily) 
5.40 A.M.(Daily) Ar. Portland.. . ._____ . . Lv. (Daily)
1.00 A.M.(Ex.Sun.&Mon.) Lv. Boston.. . Ar. (Ex. Sun.)
5.12 A.M. “  “  “  Ar. Portland. Lv. “  “
9.30 P.M.(Sat. only) Lv. Boston.. . Ar. (Sun. only)
12.05 A.M.CSun. only) Ar. Portland. Lv. “  “_____
6.00 A.M, (Daily) Lv. Portland..... .............. Ar. (Daily)
2.00 P.M.(Daily) 
2.55 “
4.40 “
4.58 “
7.00 “
5.40 A.M. (Daily) 
7.15 P.M.(Daily)
7.12 
7.23 "  
7.33 “
7.50 "  
8.11 "  
8.31 ”
8.50 "  
9.49 “
10-04 "  
10.30 “  11.10 " 
10.15
Poland.
“  Mechanic Falls. 
”  West Minot . .
** Buckfield...........
“  Canton..
“  Dixfield.............
'* Rumford. . .  .
'* So. Rangeley . . 
Ar. Mingo Springs.. 
Ar. Rangeley. .. . . . 
Oquossoc.
.Lv.
10.35 A.M.(Ex.Mon.) Ar. Kennebago .
9.15 "  
9.05 '* 
6.35 “
8.00 P.M. 
6.19 A.M.
8.00 P.M. 
6.26 A.M. 
3.30 A.M.
10.40 P.M. 
7.55 P.M.
6.31
622
6.07
5.46
524
5.15
4.13
3.59
3.05
2.25
3.52
3.30
SUMMER TRAIN for the RANGELEY LAKES
Through sleeping car leaves New York, except Sundays for and 
leaves Kennebago except Saturdays for New York, also sleeping car 
for Kennebago leaves Washington Fridays only at 2.00 P. M. Through 
sleeping cars between Washington, Baltimore, Philadelphia and 
Portland connecting. Sundays only, through parlor car on “ The 
Rangeley,”  Kennebago to Boston.
DINING CAR SERVICE.
Again a feature this year will be the operation of a dining 
car between Portland and Rumford on The Rangeley,”  
serving breakfast, leaving Portland 6.00 A. M., due Rumford 
8.40 A. M. Passengers from Washington, Baltimore and 
Philadelphia, also Boston, who have to change a t Portland 
may have breakfast served on boarding train. Passengers in 
the Washington and New York to Kennebago sleeping cars 
may have breakfast at their convenience before reaching 
Rumford; table d'hote breakfast, $1.00.
Dining car on return trip will serve the evening meal, 
btiing put into train at Rumford, 5.15 P. M., and serve dinner 
en route to Portland, which will be reached at 7.40 P. M. 
Tahle d’hote dinner, $1.50.
EASTERN STANDARD TIME
COMPLETE SERVICE
Oquossoc and Kennebago
Service June 22 to Sept. 13, inclusive
READ DOWN
*2 00 r 
*2 55 f 
*4 48 f
*4 58 f
*7 00 f
*5  40 fi 
*7 15 f
*5  40 f
Lv Washington.............Ar
“  Baltim ore................ “
“  West Philadelphia.. “
‘ North Philadelphia ” 
New York (Pa. Sta.) “
Ar Portland .Lv
*12 0 5 p*11 11a 
*9  15
*9 05
\10 45
.......... A .M .
t8 30 HI 00 
to 12
_____  A. M
(11 08 
12 12 
12 19 
12 28 
12 37 
12 45 
12 52 
1 02 
1 11 
1 16 
1 26 
f l  30 
1 42
1 50
2 12 f2 IS 
f l  24 
f l  32 
f l  41 
f l  51 
fZ 09
3 20 ™
35 f 10 04 
I OSflO 30 
l 50 f  11 10 
t 45 mo 15 
51 /10 16
P.M
t2 35
t i l  30
A. M.
TG 26 
T3 30
*7 12 
*7 23 
*7 33
Lv Portland........... .. . . .  Ar
“  Rumford Junction..Lv 
“  Elmwood. . . .
‘ Poland...............
' Mechanic Falls.
“  West M inot.. ..
*' East Hehron . ..
“  Buckfield...........
,J East Sumner .. .
“  Hartford............
“  Canton...............
”  Gilbertville........
“  Peru. .
“  Dixfield
“ Rumford............
"  H ale...................
“  F rye....................
“  Roxbury.............
“  Byron.................
“  Houghton..........
"  Summit..............
"  Bem is.................
Ar South Rangeley,
10 29 
flO 07 
9 59 
9 50 
9 40 
/9  31 
9 22 
9 12 
/9  07 
8 58 
/8  53 
/8  41 
8 35 
8 21 
fS 02 
f l  56 
f l  48 
f l  39 
f l  31 
f l  16 
7 07 
f6 51
P. M 
*7 40 
*6 54
*6 38 
*6 31 
*6 22
*4 13
13 59 
13 05 
12 25
1 0 8 ...........
1 15 HO 35 
M. A. M
Lv Oquossoc................. Lv
“  Indian R ock .........
"  Realty....................
”  John’s Pond..........
Ar Kennehago----
16 45 
16 41 
/6  34 
/6  27 
16 20 
A. M.
*  Daily. 1 Daily, except Sunday. 1 Daily, except Saturday. 
/F lagstop . H Daily, except Monday.
H Daily, except Sunday. Saturday night leave Boston, 9.30 P. M.
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The C.H. MCKenzie, Co. store in 
Oquossoc. Known as "The Railroad 
Store.”  There is a gasoline pump on 
the left, post office sign over the door, 
and a Sun Proof paints sign on the 
right front corner
Storage barn and product sign of the 
McKenzie Co.
The Kennebago Bus Co.’s converted 
rail bus, with baggage car near 
McKenzie's store in Oquossoc. Ernest 
Dupill is standing in the baggage car.
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At the end of the rail era, transportation service to Kennebago was via this 20 passenger bus, which ran the 11 miles 
of track from Oquossoc to Kennebago. Ernest Dupill is standing in the baggage car, John Clark was the operator of 
the bus. c. 1934.
K ennebago B us Com pany
T IM E —TABLE  R evised to Ju n e  25, 1936
(E a ste rn  S ta n d a rd  T im e)
D A ILY  A N D  SU N D A Y
A.M. P.M.
Lv. Kennebago 7:10 b 1:35
Ar. Oquossoc 7:45 a b 2:15
Lv. Oquossoc a. 11:30 5:00
Ar. Kennebago 12:10 P.M. 5:35
a. Triangle Bus Line: Connects with Maine Central R.R. train at Farmington.
b. Fifteen minutes later on Sunday.
The above time-table and information regarding connections shows time and connections 
that may be expected, but is not guaranteed, and is subject to cancellation, change and 
correction without notice. H . H . Field , T reasurer
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The Kennebago Bus leaving Kennebago. 
Note on far right, the corner of the old 
railroad station.
TH
E 
R
A
IL
R
O
A
D
63
K ennebago Station G rounds
The buildings and track layouts on these two 
pages were proposals only. The railroad was 
supposed to be continued from Kennebago 
into Canada, but the clearing of trees for the 
railroad bed was the only accomplishment in 
this endeavor. Kennebago was at the end of the 
line.
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M a i n e - C e - m t ? - a l E . a i u ? . o a d  C o m p a n y  
P t. o p o .j e d  P a / j e -n g e -l  / t a t i o n  
l i t n  h t B A C O  M a i n e -
J ~ e p t  1 9  2 7
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The endless chain was a large conveyor that picked logs up from the river and automatica.lv loaded 
them into waiting railroad cars.
Kennebago station at the turn in the road. West Kennebago Mountain in the background. Note "ailroad cars and the 
Green camp on the left.
66
Waiting at Kennebago railroad station for an outbound train, lto r: Sidney Mason, Kent Swift, 
Phillips Ketchum, Betty Swift, Katherine Swift, and Priscilla Mason.
Kennebago Station: The Sargent family departing on Pullman car for Grand Central 
Station in New York City, 1928.
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Pre-railroad transportation  
over the buckboard road to 
Kennebago Lake.
The Kennebago 111, one o f a series of mail boats used to ferry passengers, supplies, and the mail from one end of the 
lake to the other. Shown here arriving at the Kennebago Lake House.
Kennebago III presently rests on the shore at the head o f the lake.
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The steamer Kennebago plied the waters of Kennebago Lake starting in the first decade o f the 
20th century. This lake steamer serviced the upper end of the lake from the railroad at the lower 
end of the lake. The boat was captained by George Royal and has a wood fired boiler. The hull of 
this boat reposes at the head of the lake, and as an interesting note, its engine was salvaged and 
restored in the mid 1980’s for the Maine State Museum.
The Constance with its steam power 
removed and replaced with more 
modern propulsion, departing the 
head of the lake with a group of well 
dressed, happy campers.
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Kennebago steamer, later Constance.
Dear Old Kennebago
by T. Freeman Tibbetts
Dear Old Kennebago! Forty years and more 
With sports I’ve fished your waters 
And hunted on your shore.
Every year that passes by
The surer I will be
That you, Dear Old Kennebago,
Are the dearest spot on earth to me.
I love you in the summer,
Springtime and in fall;
In your coat so white in winter 
You look the best of all.
To the sports of Kennebago 
This I’ll say to you—
You’re the best, good-hearted people 
Our country ever knew.
When I know you’re coming 
Near by I love to stand 
To see your pleasant faces 
And grasp your friendly hand.
I love to watch a sportsman,
See the sparkle in his eye
When a big trout comes to the surface
And takes the gaudy fly.
A splash, a strike, the reel whirs,
The rod bends in a bow—
It brings a thrill of pleasure 
That only sportsmen know.
When the fish no longer struggles 
I dip him in the net,
This sportsman looks him o ’er and o ’er 
Then says with fond regret,
"Take the hook gently from his mouth 
And kindly set him free,
Some other day some worthy sport 
May see this beauty as well as me.”
I reach and take his hand 
And shake with a merry will;
I like a man who can see something in sport 
Besides to catch and kill.
Many of the fair sex 
Can cast alluring fly.
One whom I’ve fished with many days 
With the best of men can vie,
If there was to be a fishing contest,
For numbers great or small,
This member of the fair sex 
Would be my choice among you all.
Many of the little folks 
I’ve had in boat and canoe;
Sometimes I’ve tied them to my belt— 
We don’t know what a child will do.
I love their little faces,
Their earnest look, their smile;
The sweetest music on earth to me 
Is the laugh of a happy child.
I love to be on the lake 
And see the sun go down;
The last rays on West Mountain 
Look like a golden crown.
How quickly then it’s out of sight,
Then comes the afterglow—
We have the most beautiful sunsets here 
O f any place I know.
A canoe trip from Little Kennebago— 
Late at night—
When the man in the full moon 
Seems laughing with delight.
Softly we float along 
In the evening breeze;
We hear the murmur of the water 
And the rustle of the leaves.
The moonlight on the water 
With the mist so thick and damp,
It’s hard to tell the shadows 
From the foliage on the banks.
A deer whistles, springs from the water, 
Up the bank it makes a dash —
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We see the muskrat swimming 
And hear the beaver splash;
The quacking of the ducks 
Mingled with the loon’s loud call—
This for evening pleasure 
I think is best of all.
We see the storm-king raging;
We hear the thunder roar;
We see the flash of lightning 
And the waves dash on the shore.
Thus, our Heavenly Father shows us,
In things both great and small,
That He controls the tempest 
And His hand is over all.
We have the music of the birds,
The laughing mountain rills;
The grandest view God ever gives 
Is when He paints the hills.
Well may we gaze in wonder 
When our eyes have seen—
He makes all the colors of the rainbow 
From the leaves of green.
Many of those I’ve hunted and fished with 
I shall see no more;
Some have crossed the river,
They’re on the other shore 
Many of them are wealthy now;
Some in halls o f fame;
One in science has climbed the ladder,
At the top engraved his name;
Some rallied to the standard 
When our country gave the call—
One in that lost Division 
Was the bravest of them all.
When winter comes and I’m at home alone, 
The fire is burning brightly 
And I hear the wind’s low moan,
I have a package of pictures 
That number several score—
I place them on the table 
And look them o’er and o ’er.
When I’m looking at these faces 
It seems they’re standing by—
Something, I can’t tell you—
But a mist comes in my eye.
I pack them all away again,
Yet with mist my eyes are wet,
As I think of happy days and dear faces 
I never can forget.
My candle now is burning low,
I’ve seen winters three score and ten,
Each autumn when I go away 
I think I may not return again.
No matter where I chance to be,
Often when alone,
I’ll think of all the dear good friends 
That have helped to make for me 
Happy summer at Forestholme.
Forestholme
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Settlement
Introduction to Kennebago Community
Now to the Kennebago community as one sees it coming in on the train.
Occasionally, as we have approached Kennebago on the old railroad bed, we were treated to a 
view of the stream. Suddenly we look out and down to our left we get a spectacular view of the lower 
dam and falls, looking up river. The next view of the area would have been of a high conveyor on our 
left, just before arriving at the station and turntable. Shown here is a rare photo or two of the old 
Continental log-loading conveyor and some of the open-topped box cars. These cars are being 
loaded for the trip down to the Continental Mills in Rumford. This conveyor had a headworks in the 
logan, through which the logs were floated onto an endless chain which would carry them up and 
dump them into the open tops o f the cars. The power for this endless chain was probably electric, or 
possibly gasoline or diesel engine. This conveyor was located just downstream from the turntable.
It was along this stretch of track that the little community of Kennebago developed. Maine 
Central Railroad had intentions of building a large station, with the accompanying service buildings, 
but those good intentions were short-lived when it was decided not to continue the railroad 
expansion through to Canada.
The "temporary” station, a combination baggage car-coach, was destined to be the only 
station at Kennebago. At various times it was used as a schoolhouse. An accompanying photo of one 
of the groups of students is shown here.
One often wonders how this truck got to Kennebago but perhaps it was used in the 
construction of the railroad bed. Lynwood Bisbee made many trips from the station to Grant’s 
camps and the steamer dock, transporting cargo and people to their destinations.
As early as 1933, revenues on the run from Oquossoc to Kennebago were such that passenger 
service — in fact locomotive service to the community, was discontinued. There was enough traffic 
to justify running a smaller rail bus, gas driven, which would carry twenty passengers or so, and it 
pulled a trailer for freight.
For a few years after the rail bus was discontinued, there was a local fellow, named Amby 
Hines, who made mail and freight runs into the Kennebago area with a set of dog sleds, powered by a 
team o f five dogs. This service lasted until it became possible to get in over the road by gas-driven 
vehicles.
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Views of The Hut and Pool Room. Sign above entrance reads: "Ice cream, soda, candy, smokes, notions at The Hut
Lena Grant behind the counter of her 
store, The Hut
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Three views of the old Burt Lawrence camp, now the property of Paradis-McCarthy
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A 1938 view of the Hut
Children attending school in the railroad station. Left to right: Elizabeth Spinney, Alden 
Grant, Althea Millbury, Lemuel Millbury, Guy Rowe, Barbara Grant, Lottie Spinney, 
Max Grant, Frank Rowe, Evelyn Rowe
One of the village camps, behind the 
turntable. Owned bv Winfield "Stub­
by’ ' Grant who was an engineer on the 
railroad.
Stephen Read camp 'End of Iron,” currently the 
property o f Clara Dumas.
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Dams
The Franklin Company was formed in 1845; its main reason for being was to handle the 
financing and construction of the textile mills in Lewiston. Many of the corporations in Lewiston 
had the same names appearing on their boards of directors, as the industrialization of Lewiston was 
the result of many dreams by many men, but they worked in harmony to accomplish their goals. 
Ownership and operation of the canals and dams went through the Lewiston Water Power 
Company, then the Franklin Company, to the present owner and operator — the Union Water 
Power Company.
One might wonder why we are discussing these early companies, but were it not for their 
vision and early attempt to gain control of the water power in the upper regions, the Kennebago area 
surely would have developed in a much more haphazard manner.
The early interests o f the Coe and Pingree families, the Brown family of Berlin Mills 
Company in New Hampshire, and Union Water Power Company of Lewiston, contributed to the 
stabilization and preservation of the lakes and forests around Kennebago. Unhindered commercial 
development was held in check with a very tight rein until the present time. As a result o f these 
policies, Kennebago is one of the most beautiful, clean, and unspoiled lakes in the State.
The information contained in these pages about the Lewiston canals, dams, mills, and early 
development, was taken from a magnificent book called "Evolution of a Valley,” written by Page 
Helm Jones, 1975. It contains a wealth of material for anyone interested in early history of the 
Androscoggin River Valley.
By the year o f 1875, the stockholders of the Franklin Company and the textile mills of 
Lewiston, had accomplished much of their original plan to supply water to the mills and canals in 
Lewiston. Their basic property was the flowage rights of the river, they did not control the water 
level of the headwaters — i.e., Umbagog, Richardson, and Mooselookmeguntic.
The dams at Errol, Middle Dam, Upper Dam, and Rangeley were owned by Bangor Dam 
companies which could lower or raise the water level at their own discretion. This was not a 
favorable circumstance, as it made it impossible to maintain a consistent water flow at their Lewiston 
mills. At that time the trustees of the Coe and Pingree heirs had control of these dams.
Negotiations between the Coe and Pingree heirs and the Franklin Company began in 1877; 
the outcome being that the control of the water level at the four big dams was bought by Franklin 
Company for $365,000. Currently, Union Water Power Company is the surviving corporation, 
following ownership by Franklin, and earlier by Lewiston Water Power Company. It has 
successfully controlled the water level and flow rate since that time.
79
Early photo of the power station be­
fore the addition on the right to house 
the auxiliary diesel generator. Note the 
rock cribbing and plank wall to direct 
logs around the bend in the pool.
Harry Soule was the second engineer at the power 
station taking over in 1918.
Marshall Soule took over operations at the power 
station from his father, Harry Soule, continuing 
until the 1950’s.
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Kennebago History.
In 1878 the Union Water Power Company acquired the tide to lots 146, 147 and the 
southern half of lot 135 located in Township 3, Range 4, W.B.K.P., and the right to flow land 
belonging to Coe and Pingree around Kennebago Lake and the Kennebago Stream.
Between 1883 and 1886, Coe and Pingree erected the first dam at the present location of the 
Mahaney Dam. The Union Water Power Company retained the right to operate the gates at this dam 
to control the storage on Kennebago Lake.
After 1891 the Kennebago Improvement Company erected the second dam at the Mahaney 
site, again subject to Union Water Power Company flowage rights.
In 1932 the present Mahaney Dam was erected, with hydroelectric generation being installed 
in 1950.
In 1915 the Oquossoc Light and Power Company, under statutory authority, acquired the 
rights to the land where the Kennebago Falls Dam now exists, and constructed the present dam and 
powerhouse.
The Oquossoc Light and Power Company subsequently became the Rangeley Power 
Company, which operated both dams until 1959, when low-cost fossil fuels rendered the generation 
economically unfeasible.
On June 30, 1976 the Rangeley Power Company merged with Central Maine Power 
Company.
On March 1, 1979 Central Maine Power Company conveyed the Kennebago Falls Dam 
powerhouse and flowage rights, and Mahaney Dam powerhouse, generating rights and restricted 
flowage rights, to the Mechanic Falls Investment Company, and the Mahaney Dam to the Kennebago 
Lake Camp Owners Association.
On July 23, 1979 the Mechanic Falls Investment Company conveyed its interest in the 
Kennebago property to the Kennebago Corporation.
Article from Public Utilities Commission, Augusta, Maine - Diane Friese, Librarian.
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Sports posing for an early 190Q’s postcard at the Falls.
C h ar le s  Z. S o u th a rd  fishing at K e n n e b a go  Falls,  1916,
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Top: Early view of power dam and workmen showing hooped 
wooden penstock. Left: Lowering the Worthington auxiliary 
diesel generator into the power station. Below: High water at 
the Kennebago Falls Dam, May 1967
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A kingpost dam spanned Kennebago River, it was the Mahaney Dam then and still is today even though the structure 
is vastly different.
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An early photo of the present Mahaney Dam.
Bottom left: 1990 view of recent 
construction on the power house. 
Right: February, 1992.
Restructuring o f the power station, August 1985
85
Fire Tower
The Fire Tower on West Kennebago Mountain
During the early years after 1900, the Maine Forestry Service began erecting towers on some 
strategic mountains, in an effort to spot forest fires which had been started in the remote woodlands 
of the State. Some of them were pretty crude, consisting of not much more than a small platform 
attached to tall spruce tree tops. It took hardy wardens to maintain a vigil on these types of lookouts.
It was decided that West Kennebago should have a tower, as the forests could be seen as far 
north as the Canadian border of Quebec. This view was almost a true North view, and to the west one 
could see as far as Parmachenee Lake in Lynch town (T5R5 - T5R4). Continuing on a southerly 
sweep, the Aziscohos Lake area in Parkers town was covered. There was another tower on Deer 
Mountain (elevation 3455).
The lower Cupsuptic township of T4R3 was well covered by both towers as it laid directly 
between them.
Continuing the visual sweep from West to South to East, the coverage was unobstructed all 
the way to Saddleback, but some of the country was hidden behind Spotted Mountain, and once the 
viewer cleared that peak, the view opened up all the way until East Kennebago Mountain appeared 
(elevation 3593). From there on, the view toward Tim Pond and Eustis was pretty clear.
The tower built in 1911 was built of wooden planking and was about twenty-five feet tall. The 
cost of construction was $190.34, (breakdown — building, $45.20, furnishing and supplies 
$131.07, and $14.07 for the telephone hook-up). This was a vital communication link-up for all the 
towers in these remote locations.
There was also constructed a log cabin at the base of the tower twelve feet square. Austin 
Wilkins states that probably the materials used for construction were hauled by the wardens — who 
backpacked the construction materials during the summers. The trail from Kennebago stream up to 
the tower was perhaps a mile or so long — the last section being quite steep.
In 1914 this tower was upgraded from plank construction to steel, and rose to about thirty 
feet in height. A steel cab, measuring approximately eight feet square with windows on all sides, was 
erected to protect the tower watchman from the elements. And surely there must have been a 
lightning rod.
This tower was number twenty-eight on the list of towers throughout the State. During the 
year 1914, ten fires were reported from this tower alone.
The steel tower was erected on cement posts, was approximately sixteen feet square at the 
bottom, tapering to perhaps ten feet at the top. On a windy winter day, it must have been an 
exhilarating climb from the ground on the exposed ladder to the bottom of the cab. These men who 
endured the lonely hours at these stations were certainly a tough breed of people. They had to be at 
peace with themselves.
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Top: The firetower on West Kennebago Mountain (el. 
3,705 ft) is the highest observation structure in Maine. 
This winter climb is being done by Carl Hennings, Elin 
Hennings and Marshall Soule, c. late 1930’s. Bottom: The 
fire wardens cabin on West Kennebago Mountain with 
view of Kennebago Lake
Fire warden’s cabin on West Kennebago Mtn. overlooking Kennebago Lake.
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Fogging at Kennebago
This article was written by Delbert Morrison of Rumford, Maine and given to me for our book nDear 
Old K e n n e b a g o W e  spent the afternoon of April 8, 19 9 1 with Mr. Morrison and Doug 
Hutchinson, who wrote the book entitled " Rumford Falls and Rangeley Lakes Railroad.”  Guessing, 
we figured he is a man in his eighties. It was an enjoyable afternoon to reminisce with him about 
Kennebago.
Kennebago consumed but one year of my life, but left a lifetime of memories, with no regrets. 
I don’t recall how I got the job, but again, probably from my association with H. McKenzie Co., 
possibly Cliff Hill. My assignment was a clerk at Camp 4 at Little Kennebago. My indoctrination was 
at the Depot Camp at Kennebago. The office was across the road from the outlet of Kennebago Lake 
— the Depot warehouse by the outlet.
Emil Pomjola, later changed to Arthur 
Henderson, was in charge, very smart, young, 
could be sarcastic if the occasion warranted it 
— excellent foreman. Again, I must have been 
two individuals, one, standing back observing, 
the other absorbing my education to be a 
woods clerk.
It was either April or June, I do recall 
there was still patches of snow in the woods. 
My location was at Camp 4 just over the ridge 
and down from Little Kennebago Lake. The
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crossing of the Kennebago Stream was where it is today — a short distance from the outlet of Little 
Kennebago Lake. At least from the bridge up to the camp, all supplies came in on sled with runners 
due to the muddy conditions. Camp 4 has been built for several years’ operation, I’m assuming my 
stay there was its last year.
For several months I shared my cabin with my foreman, Horace Grant, but then his wife 
joined him from time to time. I had guests periodically, Fern Philbrick, a sawyer who checked scale at 
the office camp and yards.
I really shocked everyone by making my cabin a home. I bought cretonne and hung curtains at 
my windows. I peeled poplar limbs and cut butt ends and nailed them on the edge of my shelves. My 
sink was made of wood and drained directly out the wall. I must have kept my clothes under my 
bunk. The wangan was in my cabin, enabling the workers to purchase small supplies, i.e. tobacco- 
plug or chewing, snuff, cigarette papers, gloves, socks, etc.
The bookkeeping for these purchases was novel, but accurate, to both parties. Two identical 
cards, one for the employee, one for me, about the size of IBM or McBee cards. At the left was 
printed amounts, at the top i.e. <£’s, nickels, dimes, quarters, half dollars, and dollars. For any 
purchase, the two cards were matched, and I punched out the value of the purchase.
I believe these cards contained additional information, in that certain workers were paid a 
daily amount; others were paid for felling, carting, peeling, yarding or for stamping. These loggers 
were paid per cord and charged $ 1.00  or $1.50 per day for board.
What remains in my memory most succinctly was the peeling of soft-woods by the 
woodsmen. As soon as the sap was running, logging started. Using spuds, a gash would be made 
lengthwise on a felled limber tree and this spoon-shaped iron tool was run along beneath the bark, 
stripping the tree. This season coincided with blackflies, mosquitoes and no-see-ums. Woodsmen 
couldn’t avoid getting this sticky sap on them, which attracted hordes of these creatures. It was agony 
for them — the woodsmen.
I recall the rolls of roofing container cans of Carolina Pure Tar, which was used to coat any 
exposed surface. Barking drums and rotating knives and pressure on rough wood has eliminated this 
phase.
Horses and wildlife were similarly affected. I recall being beside a small bog one time, when I 
was stunned by a body arising from the pool, up and up and up. A moose, to escape these insects, had 
buried himself in the water. Neither one of us stopped to linger.
Woodsmen were attracted or discouraged from going into various operations by, and at most 
in the following order: cook, foreman, saw filer, hovel, wages and quality and quantity of wood to be 
cut. Horses, and care of them, was very important — many had their own horses. Some were 
supplied by the operation.
A camp was attracted by the reputation of its cook. We had a 'top’ one, Mel Hunter, as I 
recall, with a withered arm and a large wen on his forehead, who always appeared cheerful to me. 
And I have a print with his cat to prove it. I found the food excellent and ate to excess, especially his 
hot doughnuts, molasses and sugar, hot from the pot each a.m. I soon suffered with heartburn, but 
can’t recall his remedy for it. Beef came up in large so-called beef butts. Cheap cuts, but a 
knowledgeable cook knows where the choice bits are and we had them — cook, foreman, and all. Pie 
fillings were apple, lemon and raisin.
90
One job at all woods operations was to stamp on the end of each stick the letter which applied 
to the company, similar to branding on cattle ranches. American Realty was letter H. I was given this 
job, increasing my pay by . 25<f / cord. The tool was similar to a hammer, heavier, and required quite a 
whack to imprint the 'H’ into the sticks. I lost my enthusiasm very quickly, and the foreman 
graciously assigned a day worker to it, letting me keep the income. This worked until (Frank Savage) 
the 'Walking Boss’ of all operations showed up one day and, in the course of the conversation, found 
out — I lost my income.
To this day I remain in awe at the ingenuity of these men in the woods — their patience, their 
thoughtfulness. Someone took a double-bitted axe and cut off one side, to provide me a light-weight 
hatchet for blazing, etc. Someone made me beautiful fans by splitting a cedar stick; someone painted 
a scene on the white mushroom that grows on trees. Someone made two beautiful replicas of buck 
saw, used in those days, which required the cutting down of a standard saw blade. Someone made me 
a hunting knife from the blade of a file. How they did these, I don’t know, particularly dealing with 
hard steel axes, saw blades and files, but they did.
Kennebago has always been noted for its lake and stream fishing. We enjoyed some of its 
fruits mostly from the outlet of Little and Big Kennebago Lake. I recall, some years later, my brother 
and I were up there hunting — we didn’t get a deer, but enjoyed a supper of trout, "from under the 
bridge at Big Kennebago,” when the game warden, Fern Philbrick, my ex-scaler friend, walks in. The 
fishbones in the fry pan gave us away, but Fern, in his dry way, conversed around the evidence. Fern 
was a great swapper, as we said before; never cheated you, but always got the better bargains — a 22- 
caliber target rifle (actually, my brother owned it) for a split bamboo fly rod. I still have it, and it may 
be valuable today — my cornet for something, perhaps my 9-ft. handmade cross-country skis, which 
I still have.
These skis became part of me during this phase of my life. When others used snow shoes, I 
used these 9-ft. skis all over the Camp 4 operation, identifying my piles o f wood buried in the snow, 
which were shown on my crude map in my cabin.
These skis took me half way up West Kennebago Mountain, where I could look aft to both 
Kennebago lakes; skied to Depot Camp, to Oquossoc, even to Rangeley. I can recall, with the train 
pulling out of Oquossoc, tossing them into the open door baggage car and managing to get on the 
passenger car.
A telephone wire connected us with the depot camp and other operations. It could be down 
for any number of reasons, and was. I enjoyed trips to the depot camp, probably to transfer data, on a 
monthly basis.
How did I occupy my leisure evening hours? One, I rented a typewriter for $4.00/month. (2) 
I enrolled in a LaSalle cost accounting course. (3) I played my trumpet. I never finished the 
accounting course, but it provided me with the background on which my forty-odd years in business 
was built. I caught the eye of a VP of International Paper Co. who was at the company house at 
Kennebago. He became interested in me and invited me to visit IP’s office in New York. What was I 
— 19 years old. Anyway, I did go to New York via sleeper, and checked into the Commodore, my 
first hotel — either $4 or $6 a night — and visited their office. He was a very nice individual.
I have never forgotten walking the line between IP and the Brown Co. woodlands from Camp 
4. On my right, beautiful evergreens; on my left, mixed hard and softwoods. Our cut was 4M cords 
from Little Kennebago down to the station — most o f it landed on Otter Brook which today is hard 
to locate. Those M cords were floated down that brook during the freshet and retained in the water
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behind a small dam. This wood was driven down the Kennebago River and boomed for delivery to 
Bemis — another story. I have never been a woods person who knew where he was at all times, but I 
recall that I left the depot camp one PM and by some kind of a trail, came out to a field at Quimby 
Pond, where a friend in a Model A roadster awaited me.
Pve never forgotten the following: I had been at the camp for only two months when a 
woodsman was found who had hung himself — long enough that the birds had picked his eyes out. 
He was cut down, while awaiting the authorities, was deposited on the floor of my cabin by my bunk, 
and I slept with him there that night. Pve never forgotten that as I looked down at him once, I swear I 
saw him move!!
Facilities? A pole to sit on, a pole to put your back to, and not look down. Water: a must in 
locating a camp — usually a dependable brook — for horses and people.
I used to send my laundry down to the steam laundry, don’t recall where, via parcel post 
package. Post office was probably at Grant’s Camp.
Recall on a Sunday a young chap like myself decided to canoe to the Kennebago Lake House 
at the head of the lake — beautiful spot. Very windy — wind would push 
us to the shore. We would push off and proceed until it was repeated time 
after time. I couldn’t swim, didn’t know about my companion. Visited for 
a short time with my mother, who was working there, and I have a picture 
of her — Amanda. I don’t recall seeing her again until my sister and I took 
the train to Southern Pines, S.C. to bring her back to die in 1928. How old 
were we? 17 and 19? What did we use for money?
Tibbetts and Look ran the Lake House then, I believe. What a 
beautiful view, looking down the center length of the lake, with West 
Kennebago on the right.
I arrived at Kennebago not knowing anyone and left having made 
friends, but, almost with no exception, left them behind.
Delbert Morrison, 
scaler at camp 4.
Logging camp No. 10
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The logging camps were always referred to by a number. This particular one is No. 10, located at Johns Pond Cove, 
just above Wigton's Point. Sites of many of these camps can be located today by referring to topographical maps 
of the area.
Bateaux were used to set boom logs and prevent log jams. They were also used to transport supplies and ecuipmenr 
to the logging camps on the lake.
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Legs waiting to be sluiced down Kennebago River, their destination the mills on the Androscoggin 
watershed.
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As late as the 1960’s, when a lumber operation had to be moved to another location, the camps were loaded on 
flat beds and driven over the well built roads to another site. Traversing the Lincoln Pond road, crossing Little 
Kennebago Stream and on to Crowley Brook above Little Kennebago Lake.
The old hay shed at the end of the 
causeway was part of the Depot Camp.
The old wangan at the end of the causeway. The wangan was a large 
three story building for storing all supplies necessary to carry on 
lumber operations.
The remnants o f the old spring house, 
just beyond the causeway cut-off on 
the Grant’s road, behind what is now 
the Clunie property.
95
Miscellaneous
Photos of Interest
1992 view of Johnny "End o f Iron” camp. 
P• 76
February 1992 view looking toward 
the "End of Iron.” The train station 
sat where the shadows fall on the snow 
on the right side of the photo, p. 54
A 1987 view of Lena Grant’s store. Camp- 
owners are more familiar with it being the 
Bartash camp. Currently the property of 
Tom and Jody O ’Rourke, p. 74 &  75
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A 1968 picture of the old Albert Green camp as it 
was being readied for the move around the corner 
when it became the property o f O ’Leary and Patrie. 
Robert Friede later demolished it. p. 55
1992 view of the Furbush camp.
February, 1956 view of Harry Soule’s camp and later Marshall Soule’s (operators of 
the power station). Currently, Barney and Marge Marquis live on this site, and are 
year round residents of Kennebago Lake.
1992 view of Winfield Grant camp p. 76
Former Burt Lawrence camp, now the property of 
McCarthy-Snow. 1992. £>.75
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Camp No. 1, now the property of the Swan 
family, formerly the Pendexter’s. This cabin, 
together with the three other original log 
cabins, has many names of early visitors 
carved on the inside logs. Marie Soule 
McConnell, daughter of Harry Soule 
(operator o f the power station), remembers 
attending school here. p. 4 1
A winter view of Camp No. 2, once owned 
by Arthur Hasson and referred to as 
Skenosis, now the property o f Roger Verrill.
p. 46
In researching this project, no history was 
found on Camp No. 3, only that it was 
owned by Howard and Jean Dunning, who 
were managers o f Grant’s Camps.
Carved on the logs o f Camp No. 4  were 
visitors: Medill Smith, Sept. 17, 1898; Mr. 
&  Mrs. Samuel Darling, Nat Ellis, Oct. 5, 
1899; W.C. Allen, Portland, Me. and J.T. 
Anderson, Boston, Ma., July 31 - Aug. 5, 
1907; George Huntoon, guide; Mr. &  Mrs. 
T.W. Miner, N.Y , guide Nelson Grant, p.45
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Guides were considered very special people in the early days of Kennebago. Sports depended on their guides to take 
them to the best fishing ar.d hunting. They were expected to prepare meals, make fires, and do all the other chores.
Back row: John Lanson Philbrick, Charles Z. Southard's 
personal guide. Back row, right: Herb Moore, guide.
Dwayne Lewis when he was a Maine State Game Warden.
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Charles Bradbury (left) and Hank (Winnie) Raymond. 
Bradbury is guide and caretaker at the Ledges, Miss 
Priscilla Mason's camp.
John J. Wilbur was a guide at the Whiting cabin on 
the Ledges. Guides were considered very special 
people to sportsmen, they prepared food and 
provided comforts for their guests. For the services 
expected of them the pay was not very rewarding.
C.A. Lummus, N.Y., and Martin Fuller, guide.
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Harry Converse was issued stock certificate No 60 on May 28, 1917. He was owner of Converse Rubber Co. and 
owned Skedaddlers’ Cove camps.
Nick Morrison organized the Kennebago Camp Owners Association on July 23, 1962. Each member was issued a 
share of stock. The Kennebago Camp Owners Association was later renamed Kennebago Lake Camp Owners 
Association No stock was issued as K.L.C.O.A.
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The causeway. This log structure was located a few yards downriver from the present day bridge. The remnants of 
this causeway were still in place as late as the 1940's, and can be seen in the bottom photo on the left of the bridge and 
road.
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"Lonesome Pine” was a lovely landmark on the north 
bank of the river just below the Logans. Eventually, it fell 
into the river and floated downstream to the shallows a 
few hundred yards above the Mahaney Dam where its 
bole of roots were admired for years, as a lovely fan of 
"dry-ki.” Finally, high water in the 80’s carried it down 
to the dam, where it was hauled ashore and cut up
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A 1991 view overlooking the stream and logan.
Aerial view o f the outlet, logan and stream.
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Forest Friends
May we never forget . . . it’s their land, too.
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Bunker Hill was a favorite picnic spot for 
early visitors to the area. Pictured here are 
Mr &. Mrs George Sargent, Sr and guests 
At the far right is guide George James Mrs. 
Sargent is seated at the picnic table to the left 
of the Victrola, Mr Sargent on the right 
(dark sweater) The Sargent family has been 
fishing the Kennebago Lake area since the 
1920’s. Presently, we have two members of 
the third generation as camp owners (Kim, 
of Camp Bunker Hill, and Michael, in the 
former Betty Bailey camp).
Mrs. George Sargent, Sr was serious when 
fishing. The mode ot dress was quite dif­
ferent years ago - note her pearls and white 
shoes.
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COURTESY OF ROBERT FRLEDE
"Make sure you take care of Kennebago. Preserve this area with all the vigor and 
perseverance it takes to keep it such a beautiful place.”
—  Je a n  P ara d is , to her gran d ch ild ren
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